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One 


Author's Notes: 
It would really, really help if you've read Four String Fantasy, if you haven't and you want to read this | would suggest that you do. 
Its not long, and you might even like it. An obsession with Metallica would also help. As well as an obsession with tribute bands and 


How To Write A Better Hettic, of course... 


Chapter One 


| woke up to the rasping sound of my ancient alarm clock, eyes glued shut and mouth feeling as though something had crawled in 
and died sometime during the night. | flopped onto my front, pushed a protesting cat off my pillow and hit the snooze button, 
trying to remember why I'd set the stupid thing so goddamn early. 


The alarm, that is, not the cat. 

Then | remembered. A nine o'clock appointment with my sister and her bumfuck boyfriend.. 

| moaned theatrically into my pillow, and the cat nosed into my hair comfortingly. | knew exactly why I'd agreed to the stupid 
meeting; I'd been drunk and more than a little stoned when she'd called last night, and although | could barely remember the call 


itself | could certainly recall her boundless enthusiasm. About..something. 


| rolled out of bed, stumbled downstairs and put the kettle on, stepping out into the warmth of a May morning for the first 
cigarette of the day. My housemates don't smoke, so I'm confined to either my room or the garden to indulge in my filthy habit. 


Eh, | don't mind; stops me chain smoking. Usually. 


Veronica, one of my sharers, leaned out the back door and shoved a mug of tea at me wordlessly. | grunted a thanks, she's about 


as lively as | am first thing, so she took the growl as it was intended, 


| sat down at the cheap, stained white plastic patio set we have in the garden, survivor of many an out of control party and 


beginning to look it, and lit up my second smoke. What the hell had Nic wanted last night? 

"So," said Veronica, joining me with a plate of toast, "are you going to do it?" 

| blinked at her. "Do what?" 

"The thing with Nic and what's-his-name." 

"Er," | replied, applying myself to the consumption of nicotine, tar and smoke for a few moments. She laughed at me, not unkindly. 
"You can't remember, can you?" 

| blew the smoke out through my nose and closed my eyes. "Tell me it's nothing to do with that fucking orchestra" 

She giggled. "I think so. But even you sounded pretty stoked about it last night." 


| opened my eyes and glared. Ronnie sounded far too pleased about the whole thing for it to be good news. She loves it when | get 
myself into these..'situations'. And she doesn't care that | know it; still, it keeps me honest. Kind of. 


"Last night | was stoned. And pissed. And -" 

She looked at her watch. "And it's eight already. You're meeting them in town at nine, yes?" 
| nodded miserably, finishing my tea 

"Then go get washed and dressed, I'll give you a lift" 

"So how do | get home?" 


"You walk, lazy tart. Or go talk to that hairy guy at the music shop you like so much; he can give you a lift home when he has 
his lunch. Or maybe Nic will take you. Hey, stranger things have happened.” 


"Ha," | grumbled morosely as Ronnie pinched my mug and ushered me inside. | stumbled up to my room, into the shower; | had an 


en-suite bathroom, as | had the master bedroom. Saved a lot of fighting in the mornings. 


The house was mine, technically, I'd got it in the divorce, and taken in my two housemates to pay the mortgage. Which made it 
the property of the bank, | suppose, but screw them. Between the rent, my freelance assignments for various local papers, selling 


the odd painting, a bit of session work and playing pubs and clubs with the band.| kept the wolf from the door. Mostly. 


A lot of the animosity between myself and my stuck-up sibling came from the fact that she kept wittering on about when | was 
going to get a ‘real job’; I'd got so tired of answering that one that I'd walked away from family in the end We saw each other a 
couple of times a year - when they wanted something, mostly - and that suited me fine. She was a teacher, all flowery print 
dresses and a firm belief in the woolliest of teaching methods for the little hellions sent to the terribly exclusive prep school she 
taught in; she was engaged to the conductor of the local youth orchestra, and was constantly singing his praises and that of his 


charges in her annoyingly sing-song voice. They won competitions and stuff, and he was apparently quite the rising star in the 


world of classical music. Like | gave a shit.. 


| stared at myself in the mirror as | dressed, noting tattoos and scars, a bedroom full of junk and guitars and basses, music and 


notes; the eyes that showed too many goddamn lines and the shadows of too many late nights, too much to drink and too many 


chemical highs. l'm thirty three..but | look older. Worn. Cynical. 
So what could Polly-fuckin'-Anna and the Perfect Man want with me? 


Ronnie hammered on my door, warning me sternly that | had five minutes to get my ass in gear. | threw on my elderly denim, 


checked my pockets for fags, lighter, phone, notebook, keys, pen and wallet - the essentials of life - and headed for the front door. 
| supposed I'd find out soon enough. 

~~ 

| strolled into the latest little upmarket coffee bar at a little past nine, growled at a couple of priggish student types who got in 
my way, and spotted Nic in a corner booth with her execrable fiancée. Marvellous, he was looking at his watch and she was all 
tight lipped. Already. 

| whistled sharply, drawing a disapproving look from pretty much everybody but hey - it got her attention. Tipping an imaginary 
hat to them | stomped to the counter and ordered a mug of tea; nothing these poncy bastards hate more than a nice, simple mug 


of tea. Screw flavoured coffee. 


Mug in hand | slipped in opposite my sister, Simon scooting over so that his back was wedged into the corner. Surprised he could 


fit, what with the size of the pole up his ass and all. 
"So. What's news, sibling?" | asked, giving her my best wolfish grin. She hates it. Its why | do it. 


"You could have tried to be on time.." murmured Simon, arching one fine eyebrow. | swear he plucks them. | ignored him, slurping 


my tea just to piss him off. 
"Have you thought about the project at all?" asked Nic, shooting Simon a shut-up look. 
"Describe it to me again," | smiled 


Both of us ignoring the ‘tsk' noise from the corner of the booth she patiently outlined it to me once more, politely ignoring the 


fact that | really should have remembered what she was on about. 

"You know that Simon has a side project - the Women's Orchestra?" 

Oh yes. His contribution to a fairer society, apparently. One of his enthusiastic younger under-conductors - or whatever the hell 
they were called - had come up with the idea, which was to have an all-female orchestra. It was supposed to redress the balance 
of musicians within classical music, show that women were as good as men or some such highbrow horseshit. Yeah, I'd heard 
about it. From what | could see everyone did it for nothing, the musicians worked their guts out and Simon got all the glory. 


Marvellous. 


"Well, some of them saw your friends perform the other night -" 


Another ‘tsk’. Ah, that'll be the Lady Maiden girls, then, Simon disapproves of them on principle. I'd been in a band with their 
bassist, back in the day; auditioned for them when they were getting together. They'd assured me that if they ever went to the 
three-guitarist model I'd be the first one they'd ring. 

Yeah, right. I'm just a rhythm guitarist with a voice that's as rough as fuck at best. Hey ho. 

"And they made this wonderful suggestion" 

| glared at her sourly. 

Everything's ‘wonderful, ‘marvellous’, ‘lovely’, you know the sort. Gushy and bloody breathless, that's my sister. Pillock. 

"Which is?" | prompted 

"An all-female SM." 

| blinked at her, wondering what the hell her twisted sexual practices had to do with - oh. | see. | think. The Metallica thing. 


"tm still not sure where | fit in" But | had a nasty suspicion 


Simon leaned forward, pointing his hawkish beak in my direction and accompanying it with that supercilious smile | would love to 


remove from his face with a brick. | will do, one day. 
"| spoke to Michael Kamen about it and he's quite enthusiastic," did | tell you that the tosser is quite well connected? "and we've 
got the electric musicians that we need. Almost. We need a drummer..and a woman who can sing like what's-his-name. And play 


guitar." 


Right on the fucking money. | stared, then turned to Nic. She filled in hurriedly, aware that my Simon-tolerance is awfully low 
before my first beer of the day. 


"| thought you could ring the Maidens. And." 


Here it comes. Cara would probably be up for it; she's a nutter, and has more energy than anyone I've ever met. Yeah, if anyone 


can tour and be involved in a project like this it's her. 

"We wondered if you would be involved?" 

| wanted a cigarette, badly. No smoking in here, natch. 

"As what?" 

Simon blinked, poufy long lashes over pale hazel eyes. Swear the bastard uses mascara. "As the lead..singer.” 
"Me?" 

"Yes" 

"James motherfucking Hetfield" 


Nic looked uncomfortable, fluttered her hands and twittered nervously at the obscenity. "I know you do some Metallica songs with 


your band." 

| sat back and glared at her. This was perfectly true. My band, Sod's Law, did a bit of this and that, some covers, some of our 
own stuff..and one of our favourite ways of catching a crowd out was for me to step in and take over vocal duties on something 
like ‘Fuel’, or even ‘So What; punters didn't expect it, and | could carry off the attitude and the growl pretty bloody well. Even if | 


do say So myself. 


More than one drink had been spilled when the punters got a load of my broken-glass snarl and realised it was coming from the 


throat of a wornan.. 

But a whole gig? 

Working with Simon? 

Classical musicians? 

"No chance,” | said, and rose to leave. Interview over, find another puppet. Get stuffed, sunshine. 

I+ was Simon's sneer that stopped me dead in my tracks. 

"| told you it was a stupid idea. Classical music and metal..what a ridiculous mix. Laughable, even." 

Oh yeah? 

| leaned over the booth and whispered to him. "Im sure Michael would love to know your opinion," | hissed vindictively. Simon 
flinched, he's a fucking weasel. So it wasn't his idea; it probably had come from the musicians, which changed the colour of the 
horse immediately. And Simon didn't want to do it: 

In fact, Simon hated the idea. 

Ah.. 


| grinned at Nic, gave her a wink. "I'l call Cara. When do you need to know by?" 


"Friday," she said with a smile lighting up her face. | couldn't help but grin back at her when she asked me if this meant | was 


interested? 
"Count me in," | said, and laughed out loud at the ‘tsk' that slipped from Simon's lips before he could stop it. 


~ 


Two 


Chapter Two 


| stopped off at the music shop for more tea, cigarettes, and to discuss this insane project with a sympathetic listener. Its called 
Second Sounds, and it supplies instruments, amps, CDs and DVDs, sheet music..stuff. Its more of an emporium than a shop, | feel, 
and I've known the guys in there for years. | love it. Hairy Harry - as he's known to his friends - is a relatively new addition to 
the staff, and carries a bit of a torch for me. This is useful. | rarely have enough money for new gear, so Harry and |..come to 
an arrangement. 

Its amazing what the occasional blowjob can get you. 

"Hey Harry," | said brightly, mooching up to the desk. He waved me through to the back, and | slipped through the curtain that 
separates the staff area from the public. Pictures of boobs covered the walls, pages torn from porn magazines and the like; a 
manky kettle and some stained mugs lurked next to an overflowing ashtray, so | took advantage of the facilities. 

| was humming some of the Metallica riffs to myself, comfortable with mug of tea and fag, when Harry came out and found me. 
"Hey Taz," he said with a grin, leaning down and kissing me quickly. | winked back. 

"Hey." 

Yeah, my name isn't really Taz. It's Tara. But | loathe my given first name, don't have a middle one so just about everyone calls 
me Taz; suits me. Back in my misspent youth | used to do a lot of speed to try and create an image to match the name; guess it 
worked, ‘cos the name stuck no problem at all. | don't miss the blinding paranoia that came with all they amphetamines, mind you, 
even if | miss the rush at times. Ah, that's life for you. 

"So what's new?" he asked, flopping down in the stained armchair next to mine and pinching one of my cigs, bastard. 

"Ah, you know my sister and her fiancée?" 

"The idiot." 

"Yeah. Well.” 


And | explained what was going on, what they'd asked me to do and what I'd agreed. And once Harry had quit laughing at me, he 
lifted a finger and tapped the side of his nose, squinting one eye shut in a conspiratorial wink. 


"Got something for you, then. Wait here a minute.” 


He jumped up and headed for the shop at speed | wondered what the hell he was up to; very little moves Harry at anything above 
a walking pace, so whatever I'd said that had spiked him so hard must be pretty impressive. 


Eh, it could wait. In the meantime | pulled out my mobile, flipped through the phone book and discovered that | still had JC's 
number stored. It had been a while since I'd spoken to any of the Lady Maiden guys and my phone crashes with alarming 


regularity, so it was little short of a miracle that | could still contact them in any way other than the same way as any other 


pleb, ie. through their management. 
So I'm a snob. Sue me. 


"Yeah?" came the reply, a lot quicker than | was expecting. They were just finishing a tour, and at this time in the morning | would 


have expected them all to be asleep; it certainly sounded like Jase was still having her breakfast. 
"Hey Jase, it's Taz. I've had a proposition and | need to talk to Cara..." 


JC laughed and teased me for a while, telling me that whatever evil scam I'd become wrapped up in this time could surely be 


pulled off without their drummer and other such witticisms. Why yes, | do have a bit of a reputation, why do you ask? 


While we were verbally sparring | heard the whisper of a man's voice behind her, and she gave a most uncharacteristic giggle 


followed by a squeal. | held the phone away from my ear, screwing up my face; man, she had a set of lungs on her. 

"Jesus girlie, careful when you do that." 

"Sorry," she gasped, then | heard her tell someone to stop that. The boyfriend, | assume; when she called him ‘Arry, though, my 
eyebrows shot for my hairline. l'd heard the odd rumour about our JC and Steve Harris but always dismissed them; by all 
accounts the man was very married. 

Perhaps ‘was’ was the operative word here? 

Tact not being my middle name, | decided to ask. 

"Jase, tell me l'm not talking to you while you're shagging a certain very, very famous bassist" 


"tm not talking to you whilst shagging a famous bassist 


‘Liar! came the shout from the background. Christ, that made me jealous..ah well. Some girls got all the fucking luck. Never mind, | 
thought grumpily; | always had Harry whenever | needed itches scratching. Not quite the same, though. 


"Listen, you think there's any chance of Cara coming in on this?" 
"| would imagine so. It's in about six weeks, you say?" 


"Yeah." 


Jase promised to text me Cara's mobile number and discuss the project with her while they were en route to the next gig, so all 


| could do after she'd hung up - no doubt to finish her session work with Steve - was wait. 

The conversation had left me in a bit of a sour mood, so when Harry came back in with a big grin | was all ready for a bit of 
cheering up. He was carrying a brand new guitar, a flying V; a closer look at the headstock told me that it was an ESP, Hetfield 
signature model..the really really pretty one with the green flames on black and the little skull inlays on the fretboard.. 


For those of you currently going ‘a what?', | shall elaborate. Its exactly the same thing as the man himself plays, its gorgeous 
and it's expensive. Geddit? 


| can't afford it," | sighed regretfully. 


"You don't have to. It's yours." 

"Fuck, Harry, I'll have no skin left on my knees by the time I've paid that off!" 

He sighed, carefully laid the guitar down on the sofa and came to perch on the arm of the chair | was sitting in 
"| was going to save it for your birthday, but | guess with this event coming up -" 

"Harry, | can't -" 


"Yeah, you can. It's a gift, and you don't have to pay for gifts - I've told you before, Taz, | like you. A lot. And if you'd just relax 


and let me in." 


Same old speech. | didn't want to be so rude as to actually put my fingers in my ears and sing ‘la la la until he stopped talking, so 
| smiled vaguely, looked at the guitar and thought ahead to the things we could do together. It would be perfect for the gig.. 


Harry was beginning to run out of words, so | transferred my gaze back to his anxious, bearded and rather sweet face. He claims 
to be in love with me; |, having been burnt many, many times before, don't actually believe in love anymore and try to stay well 
away from long term relationships. We're friends with benefits and that's the way it's going to stay as far as l'm concerned. 
Relationships are overrated and love is an illusion. So there. 


Bollocks. 


Harry had run out of words and had scrunched himself into the big armchair with me, holding both my hands in his and looking 
like the biggest spaniel puppy in the world with his big dark eyes and long, straight dark hair. | just sighed and kissed him quickly. 
What do you say? 


"Thanks for the guitar, Harry. Any chance of a lift home so | can give it a workout?" 


Inadequate, yes. Hurtful? Quite possibly. Typical of my normal approach? Abso-fucking-fruitbat. Current motto: in touching 


personal situations, run like hell. 
He would just have to deal with it - but then, in the long run, so would |. 


~ 


Three 


Author's Notes: 
If anyone thinks this bears any resemblance to ‘School Of Rock then it needs a major fucking rewrite. Because that wasn't the 


intention at all. 


Now read onl 


Chapter Three 


The next couple of weeks passed frantically, and before | knew it it was time for the first band meeting. Simon (the putz) had 
given me a list of phone numbers and basically left me to get on with it, Cara had - thankfully - a couple of free weeks and so 


was crashing at my place, in place for rehearsals and the big event itself. 
My garage had been lovingly converted into practice-space-cum-studio some time before so that, we decided, was to be the place 
where we would all get together, see how we fit. Simon (rat bastard) had given me some extra numbers, just in case the 


individuals he'd found didn't work out..! had assured him with a falsely sweet smile that we would be just fine. 


Between Cara and myself - and, amazingly enough, my airhead sister - we had three warm up gigs planned and booked. We had 
one week to click sufficiently as a band to be able to lead a full symphony orchestra. 


Yeah. You bet | was bloody sweating. 

Come the evening, and | was perched on top of one of my amps, nervously smoking a cigarette and waiting for the doorbell to ring. 
Ronnie - housemate, unofficial roadie and part time saint - was going to usher the lambkins through when they arrived; she and 
Cara had insisted, claiming overwhelming concern that | would frighten the little ones off by screaming "oh for fuck’s sake" when | 


clapped eyes on them. 


This, | objected, was unlikely. However, | was a tad..wound up, you could say..so any initial reaction could indeed be a touch over the 


top. 
Anyway, with Ronnie acting as a filter and early warning system | was sure that we'd get by. Fairly sure. 


First to arrive was my guitarist, Alison. Tall, long black hair falling dead straight past her shoulders to the middle of her back, 
sharp black eyes that appeared to miss nothing. So far so good. 


"How old are you, Ali?" 


" Twenty one." 


"Cool. You been in a band before?" 
Her sharp gaze slid from me and settled on Cara. Uh oh. 
"Well, a couple of school bands. And some fooling around with a couple of guys at uni, but not a band as such." 


Hey, | didn't start shouting. | think | was pretty restrained. "Ah. OK. Why don't you try some timing stuff with Cara while we wait 


for our bassist to show?" 


| was watching the pair work together - and this Alison was good, no doubt about it - when Ronnie appeared, looking a little 


worried. | strolled over, puffing on yet another cigarette. | needed a drirk; the look on her face did not bode well. 
"Your bassist is here." 

| nodded, not needing to say anything. 

"She's just been dropped off by her mum.with instructions to have her ready for collection by ten at the latest" 
| just stared at Ronnie, lost for words. She had to be joking. 


Before | could gather my wits my bassist appeared, grinning happily. Head full of auburn curls, gentle brown eyes alight with 


excitement she bounced up to me and stuck her hand out. 


"Hi, you'll be Tara? I'm Georgia, most of my friends call me George.’ She bounced past me, dumped her bass and trotted happily 
up to Cara and Alison. "Hey there, you pair sound great! l'm really looking forward to working with you..” 


The two women blinked at this bundle of puppyish enthusiasm, mumbled a couple of hello's and looked at me. Yeah, | know, said my 
rather startled expression, | dunno what the fuck to do next either. 


"Uh..Georgia?" 
"George, please. Yes, what can | do for you, Tara? I've heard your band's demo tape, by the way, it's really good -" 


| lifted a hand to stop her, closed my eyes, shook my head. "OK. A few things? I'm Taz, not the other name. Not ever the other 


name, got that?" 


George nodded, nibbling on her lip and concentrating hard as she watched me closely, clearly committing everything | said to 


memory like some sort of sacred text. Dear Gods.. 

"Right. Now.how old are you?" 

Her head came up and she blushed. "im seventeen" 

Oh shit. "Right, its just that your mum said ~" 

George's face fell a mile, and even | - blackguard that | am - felt sorry for her. She took a deep breath, and for a moment | 
thought she was going to cry. Nope, it was worse than that; she started to talk, and if | thought that she was going some before 


it had nothing on this. 


"Ohpleaselknowthatmymacanbeabitover pr otectivebutshemeanswellpleasepleaseletmetr youtl'veneverbeerinabandbefor ebutlcanplayalongtoall-" 


| shook my head as the flood rolled over me. Alright, let's see what she could do. Then | was going to make a couple of phone calls. 
Or maybe get Ronnie to do it; if George was as good as Simon had said (and it has to be said that | wouldn't trust his word if he 
told me it was fucking raining) then someone was going to have to persuade her mum to lighten up a bit. And telling said mother 
to get a fucking grip probably wouldn't help. 


“All right!" | yelled, getting my teary eyed bassist's attention. She shut up and bit her lip again, looking nervous. | spotted Cara 
pinching her nose and sighing and Ali grinning wickedly from stage left, and subsumed an urge to throttle them both. Let's see 
what we had first. Then | could lose my temper. 


"Right," | said, a little more quietly. "You both know ‘Whiskey In The Jar‘? ‘Tallica's version, of course.. Good. Get plugged in and 
tuned up and we'll give that a bash first” 


The girls certainly had rice kit, I'll give them that. Alison had a gorgeous Les Paul - the real deal, no Epiphone here - and George a 
very pretty Fender bass. They plugged into my setup, tuned up and looked at me expectantly; | nodded grimly, gave them a count 


of four and we were off. 

Well, it wasn't too bad considering that we'd never played together before. 

No, really. Not bad at all. And we had a whole week to put it right. 

| shambled off to make my calls, and asked Ronnie if she'd be good enough to ring George's overprotective mama and get her to 
back off a bit. | spent twenty minutes in the back garden, screaming at Simon for sending me a brace of raw amateurs that | had 
to get match fit in one week; he was unsympathetic until | reminded him just how badly this would reflect upon him if it all went 
to ratshit. Then he was all stammers and stutters until Nic came on the phone and smoothed my feathers a bit; she assured me 
that if anyone could do it | could and while | wasn't entirely sure that | believed her it sure made me feel better. I'd calmed down 
and hung up before | realised I'd fallen for the oldest trick in the book..flattery. Damn the woman. 

Mood improved no end - ha - | stalked back to the garage muttering to myself. Approaching the connecting door, however, | heard 
the three girls talking and slowed my pace to listen; | know, | know, you never hear anything good about yourself eavesdropping, 


but hell. Tell me you wouldn't have listened at that self same door and | won't believe you. 


"She seems a bit.." George. Nervous voice. Unsurprisingly, poor kid had been dropped into a lion's den for sure. | wondered if Simon 


had warned her at all, and then figured probably not. Prick that he is. 
"Aggressive. Standoffish. Unfriendly?" Ha, Alison. Not in the slightest bit surprised that she was turning out to be a snooty cow. 


Laughter, immediately recognisable as Cara. "Nah, don't let the exterior put you off. She just doesn't take well to surprises, is all. 


And | think she was expecting a couple of musicians with a wee bit more experience." 
"She hates me." George, sounding close to tears. No | don't, you'd soon know if | did. 


"No she doesn't, you'd soon know if she did" Thank you Cara, just what | was saying. "In fact, | know that she's impressed with you 


both." 
"What?" replied Alison, sounding unconvinced. 


"She hasn't started shouting yet. Or drinking, or swearing, or hitting things...” 


Oh cheers. 


"Actually, speaking of hitting," and here Cara lowered her voice a little, and | could just imagine my two whelps leaning in to hear 
her, wide eyed, "if she gets really angry she might take a swing. Watch it if she does; she's a southpaw. Uses her right hand for 
slaps and jabs but she's got a mean left hook. Try not to wind her up more than necessary." 


"This is bullshit," said Alison, and even from where | was standing | heard George gulp. "And we would put up with this abuse 


why?" Ah, gotta love a woman who sneers like that. | could even see the finely drawn lip roll back in an elegant snarl. 
Y g Y P g 


| was about to kick the door open and throw them both the hell out when Cara's voice - sharper than l'd ever heard it - slapped 


back. 

"Because you want to make a living at this game? You want to be the very best you can be? Wanna be a rock star?" 
"Well..yeah 

"Then you're going to learn everything you need to know from Taz. Its not her fault she never made it - got close a couple of 


times. Just one of those things. But if you keep your eyes and ears open, your head down, work hard and pay attention you're 


going to get the best fucking rock and roll education you could ever ask for. Shit, the papers are already asking for interviews and 


stuff, this is going to be big. Could set you both on the right path..if you don't fuck it up. Get me?" 


It all went quiet, and | took a silent pace or two back before making a show of clearing my throat and strolling back in. Ronnie was 


perched on top of my amp and threw me a fresh pack of cigs as | came in. 


Alison and George watched me rather warily, but | fancied there was something new in their eyes..respect, maybe. Or fear. 


Whatever. 

"George's mum says OK but only if someone drives her home." 

"tll do that," added Alison, looking at the younger woman almost affectionately, "that all right with you?" 
George grinned like a sunrise and even | had to smile, it was that sweet and infectious an expression. 
"Yeah!" 


| lit the smoke, slung my guitar back over my shoulder and eyed my band. "Alright. We're a bit ropey..but it'll fix. You two have 


got talent out the wazoo; | can hold us together and Cara's the best drummer I've ever met bar none. So." 
"Why thank you boss." 
"Shut up." 


Cara flipped me off and | gave her The Taz Glare, which has been known to subdue grown men and make hardened roadies blanch 


white. She just grinned back, irrepressible cow. 
"tm assuming you both know all the SẸM stuff?" 
All three nodded yes, and | rolled my eyes at Cara. She knew it, | had no worries about her. 


"Right. Here are three set lists; each one is for one of the warm up gigs we're playing next week. This Saturday night is the first, 
which gives us four nights to practise; then we have until Thursday and Friday night's gigs to figure out what went wrong and fix 


the fucker. That leaves the weekend to polish up, and we start rehearsing with the orchestra Monday; two gigs with them, one 
Friday and one Saturday night. Then you all get to go back to your lives. Right?" 


"Right," said my band, all together. Including Ronnie, but | wasn't going to argue; she was going to be involved in so many little 


ways..most of which she wouldn't know about until they rose up and hit her in the back of the head. 


"Until then your asses are mine. We're going to do this, and we're going to show that poncy fucker Simon that its not only 
possible, but that we can rock the bollocks off anyone who asks. Yes?" 


"Yeah!" 
"Good. Now. | hope you know ‘So What." 


They did, luckily. George, bless her, blushed a bit over my lyrics but held on to the bassline grimly. She might have been yourg, 
but she had a shitload of talent. 


For the first time | began to have a little hope. 
Not much..but a little. 


we 


Four 


Man, | worked the asses off those girls. We played until our fingers bled, and by the Friday we were almost ready. | say almost; 


Cara insisted that we were tighter than a duck's arse but me..| was a little less confident. 


So come the night of the first gig our little fleet of vehicles turned up outside the pub and a rather red-eyed George was the 
first person | spoke to. She looked tired, poor kid; not even | had the heart to tell her that it was going to get a lot worse before 
it got better. 


"You alright?" 


She gave me a distinctly watery smile. "Been throwing up all afternoon. | don't want to let you down" She bit her lip, and | pulled 
her into a tight hug; even the dreaded Taz has a soft side occasionally, and | couldn't be having my bassist falling apart on me. 


Too late to train a replacement, after all. 


We began to assemble our gear on the tiny stage at one end of the fairly small room the pub had put aside for live music. | was 
becoming a litle suspicious; there were a lot more punters about than | was expecting. I'd specifically picked this place because 
Saturdays tended to be a bit on the quiet side. | could get the feel for how my green-as-grass band were going to react to a live 


audience without them being overwhelmed. 


That had been the idea, anyway; looked like it was going to be a bit overwhelming anyway. We weren't due on for another hour and 


the temperature was rising already. Worse, some very familiar faces were beginning to show up in the gathering crowd. 


There were the Sod's Law boys; they'd been ringing me all week and boosting my confidence, and | was pleased to see them. Sort 
of; if | fell flat on my arse | would rather it wasn't witnessed by anyone who knew me. The fact that | was using Andy, our 
regular sound guy, may have had something to do with it, but when | shot him an evil glare he raised his hands and widened his 


eyes in a ‘wasn't-me' gesture. Hmmm. Maybe so. Someone had told them all, and it wasn't me. 

Worse was to come, though; a flash of long brown hair and a sudden grin of recognition from Cara and | spotted the Lady Maiden 
girls. Amanda, giving us a surreptitious thumbs up; JC, chatting to George and apparently telling her a rude joke from the way she 
was blushing and laughing; Janice and Sarah were laughing with my guitarist, throwing wicked observations - about me, the crowd, 


anything that caught their eyes - about until even the furiously reserved Alison was cackling. 


| straightened up, scowled out at the crowd; the other shoe was bound to drop soon.after all, if this lot were here then there 


were bound to be more nasty surprises hiding behind the bar, weren't there? Fuck it, I'm no pessimist; l'm just a realist. 

Oh dear. Oh my God. Oh fuck Not only was Simon there - looking very uncomfortable, which was a small consolation - but at his 
shoulder a grinning Steve Harris and another man | saw in my dreams, from time to time. Never imagined I'd see him in the flesh, 
and here he was shoe-horning himself into the public bar of the Star. Damn. Signing autographs for the few who recognised him 
and were crass enough to admit it, but keeping it all pretty low key, thank fuck. 

| waved JC over, hoping that George wouldn't spot her hero lurking over by the dartboard. She'd fall apart, | was sure. 

"Jase." 


"Hey Taz! Looking forward to this." 


"Bollocks. What did you bring..him.for?" 


Jase widened her eyes innocently. "Arry? He was interested, so | invited him. Didn't think you'd mind..Simon seems pretty pleased." 


| fucking bet. Free publicity and all that. "And the other one? Would someone please tell me how the fuck he got here? And by 
someone | mean you, Jase. Because right now my brain is telling me that my eyes have got to be fucking lying and that can't be 
who | think it is grinning his fucking head off over there." 


| sucked in a breath, trying to calm down. Maybe it was just an out of work lookalike or something. 


Jase laughed. "Simon got the scores from Kamen, who rang Lars, who told James, who rang ‘Arry..and he jumped on a plane. 


Apparently there's a chance one or two of the others might make it over for the actual gig." 
| closed my eyes and shook my head. Pressure like this | needed like a hole in the fucking head. 


"Have you any idea what this is going to do to the bloody whelps? One of 'em's never even played in front of a crowd, for fuck's 
sake! If she spots your -" 


"Taz," interrupted Jase quietly, "have a little faith. From what Cara's told me -" 
| wanted a little word with our chatty drummer. After the show. 


" - they've both got talent enough to cope. And at the end of the day this is a small venue, you have a lot of friends here; we're 


all on your side, mate. Honest.” 

| hate JC. She sees right to the heart of whatever you're bloody worried about and addresses it. | hate her, because in those soft 
brown eyes | saw enough compassion to carry the four of us through these first few gigs..and then some. Well, of course | was 
sodding worried; it might not show, but | was scared shitless about going on and leading such a green group. That's why | don't do 
lead work, normally; give me a spot at the side any day of the bloody week, where | can look sly and heckle the singer. 

Where it isn't my fault if it all goes tits up. 

| sighed, and nodded curtly. Just because she was right didn't mean | had to fucking well admit it. 


Jase was called away, and what lights could be turned off were turned off; it left us in hot, smoky semi darkness highlighted only 


by a few coloured lights from an ancient rig we'd discovered at the back of my garage. One step at a time.. 


| checked on my band. George, still looking slightly queasy but determined; | gave her a wink and a smile and she brightened up. 


Alison, tense and solemn 

"Lighten up, babe," | muttered, and she just looked a little more stricken. Oh well. 

| didn't check Cara. l'm sure she was fine. | hoped she was, because if | saw the slightest trace of nerves on that old trooper's 
face | was going to run away screaming. This whole bloody enterprise was built on her towering self confidence, and the confidence 
she had in us. 

| hoped it was going to be enough. 


Showtime; it was going to bloody well have to be. 


"One, two, three, four...” 


Well, good start. We were starting with ‘Whiskey’, everyone was smack on, and all | had to do was not let them down with my 
singing. | felt sick. 


No time for that, Taz; crack on and do it. Never mind that The Mighty Het is in the fucking audience, just think of what you're 
going to do to someone afterwards. Someone was in line for a kicking, and | didnt much give a shit who. Just channel all that 


aggression, lady, let it all out through the vocal chords. 
"As | was goin’ over, the Cork and Kerry mountains... 


Alright! We're cooking with gas now, oh yes. Just get that snarl and that flip of the head, show ‘em you don't give a fuck what 
they think. You're all rock solid, steady and together. Yeah, knew it would be like that all along. Give George a quick wink, see her 
grin - she's lapping it up, her shoulders have dropped and she's enjoying herself. Fan-fucking-fruitbat. 


Straight on to the next one, ‘Stone Cold Crazy’, hah, that's shocked ‘em. Even Alison's grinning now..we rock. Fuck me, but we rock! 


| relaxed, leaned back and began to enjoy myself; when it's flowing, when the practice is paying off and the crowd is on your side 
it's like..well, it's a rush like no other. And | was feeling it all from a new perspective; when I'd done the bits and pieces of lead 
stuff with the lads it was just playing at it. This..this was the real deal. Crowa's attention on me, focal point of all this effort and 


creativity, all the energy and fire of crowd and band. 
It felt wonderful. 


Couple of Sabbath numbers; ‘Iron Man and ‘War Pigs’. Not terrifically easy but my girls walked ‘em. George | was especially proud 
of; considering she'd been throwing her guts up all afternoon she was doing brilliantly, stomping her feet, banging her head and 
wriggling her hips at the blokes in the front. My God..we might actually be able to do this after all.. 


Of course, not everything went this well, we botched the timing on ‘Sanitarium’ and had to start again, but despite George's 
blushes we managed to keep the mood pretty light. Good oh. 


‘Don't Tread On Me’, ‘Of Wolf And Man’, then the one I'd been dreading as soon as I'd realised who was watching. Scanning over the 
heads of the crowd | realised | couldn't see him; if | was lucky he'd got bored of being squashed into this dive and fucked off back 
to his hotel. Because I'd been practising the vocals for ‘Devil's Dance’ over and over again, and wasn't convinced | could quite carry 


them off, the last thing | wanted to do was fuck up in front of this audience. 


Certain members of it, anyway. I'd toyed with the idea of turning it into a joke with the crowd, bantering and all that, but when it 
came to it | didn't have the bottle. Here goes... 


George is loving it; she just adores the bass line on this and | can't say | blame her. Then in | come with the rhythm, and no more 
time to think or worry about sweaty palms - we're away. Concentrate! You can scowl..everyone will think it's part of the act. Lets 


keep ‘em thinking that shall we? 
"Yeah..| feel you too.” 


So far, so good. ‘So what?" adds a little corner of my mind, and | have to throttle the urge to giggle madly. Especially when | spot 
that our ‘special (uninvited) guests’ have wriggled their way down to almost at the front. Alison's spotted them, narrowed her 
eyes and played on, I'm not entirely convinced that she recognises either one of them, although they're clearly more than they 
appear to be at first glance - it's an air they have about them, an aura. An attitude. Cara's fine, I've got no concerns about her; 
but I'm just keeping everything crossed internally that my voice and George's fingers don't crack and/or freeze under the 


additional strain. 


A surge of annoyance - how dare they put us in this position? - thumps along my spine, and | scowl and growl at them both 


deliberately. Hey, it seems to be working; from the monitor even I'm pretty impressed with the sound we're achieving. 
It's nice to see you here," | growl, and follow it up with the bitterest "ha haaa!" | can manage. 
James grins, and Steve laughs out loud | can feel the blush creeping up my neck and turn away from them dismissively. Fuck ‘em. 


Its with this mixture of irritation, embarrassment and naked fear that lead me to fuck up the beginning of the next song. 

‘Bomber’, a Motorhead track, not usually too difficult but fairly quick, requiring a measure of concentration to get right. After a 
couple of false starts | throw up my hands and give up; | tell the crowd that we'll bin that one - bollocks - and manage a savage 
smile. They laugh, and | think I've got away with it, we swing into ‘Motorhead’, a much lighter track and hoorah, we're sorted once 


more. No worries... 


Then it's time for the last one, and | tell the crowd so. They moan and whinge and we yell back and forth for a moment, working 
George and Alison into the banter; | want them to feel like they're part of a real band, not just a project. If they don't feel that 


connection we're going to be in a lot of trouble come the day we face the orchestra 


George, bless her, gets it. | suspect it's going to take Ali a little longer; she bows her head and hides behind her curtain of hair, 
tuning her Gibson while | tell the hot, sweating crowd that they ought to be fucking grateful that they've got this much. 


| nod to the band, and we're into it before anyone can draw breath. | love this song, | confess; | know | can do it well, and to be 
honest after the scare he gave me earlier I'm looking forward to showing The Mighty Het that he can get fucked if he thinks a 


girl can't do his songs. 
"Give me fuel give me fire give me that which | desire! Bang! 
Backing vocals are spot on | take back all the nasty things I've thought about George. She's got this nailed. | love her. 


Back starting to ache, knees to tremble with the strain | tossed my head back and glared, daring anyone to notice. My black jeans 
were glued to my legs with sweat, my hair in rat's tails around my face; my shirt was hanging from me and | swear | could have 
got a bucket of yuk from it if I'd wrung it out. | was hot, tired and | ached fiercely, my eyes burned from the smoke and my ears 
felt clogged from sweat soaking into my earplugs. A glance left and right, and both my ladies looked to be the same; | don't know 
about them, but | was having the time of my fucking life. 


| bowed and said goodnight. The pub erupted, and | waved my hand and yelled no, no more; | spotted the landlord out of the corner 
of my eye and he grinned happily. So he should; | would imagine he made a fortune on the bar. Oh no..he said one more, and | had 


to stifle the wave of irritation that reared its ugly head. Look, this is my bloody band and | say no more! 


George grins at me and bounces over. "Frantic?" she asked, and | blinked at her for a moment. | honestly thought she was 


referring to my state of mind, until Cara gave an enthusiastic hell yeah from behind us. 


That settled that, then. We slammed into the track, and despite it being rather ragged we made quite a good showing, even if | do 


say So myself. 


This time when we finished the landlord turned all the lights on and started yelling that it was time for people to go home. Damn 
right it bloody was! | needed a word with my ladies. 


Carefully propping my guitar on its stand | beckoned them closer, and kept my face judiciously neutral. George looked a bit worried, 
Cara was - naturally, she's got me bloody pegged - grinning from ear to ear, and Alison had hooded her eyes and was nibbling at 


her lower lip. | nodded curtly at them, then allowed a little smile. 


"We rock," | finally said with a grin, and was promptly jumped on by George, whooping merrily and pounding me on the back. Cara 


joined her, and even Alison laughed; bloody hell, | thought. 


We might just make it after all.. 


Five 


We began to dismantle the gear and pack it all back into the various vehicles it had arrived in. Unlike big professional gigs where 


techs and roadies do all this for you while you go shower and head for the tour bus, when you're doing pubs and clubs you have 


to do it for yourself..with the odd friend or two roped in to help. 

Ronnie can dismantle a guitar and amp setup before you can blink, and coils cables as neatly as you like, not to mention being a 
whiz with duct tape. It's one of the reasons we're such good friends. Anyone who knows how to handle a screwdriver, a hammer 
and a roll of duct tape is a massive asset when you're in a rock band, believe you mel 

She was dealing with my gear when | felt a tap on my shoulder. 

"Great gig, Taz." 

| looked up, straight into the beaming, bearded face of Hairy Harry. | smiled at him and gave him a quick peck on the cheek. 
"Thanks, Harry." 

"lve got a bit of a proposal to make -" 

| stopped him. "Tell you what. Give us a hand with Cara's drumkit and we can talk afterwards, eh?" 

He looked a bit disappointed but helped anyway. By the time we had all the gear packed and stowed Frank, the landlord, had declared 
an impromptu private party and locked the doors. Still sweaty and tired | wanted nothing more than to go home, shower and sleep; 
but my girls were still stoked, Simon (shitbag) wanted to talk business and then there was the issue of the ‘special guests’. 

Frank pressed a long, cold glass of lime and soda water into my hand and grinned at me. "Good gig there, Taz" 

"Cheers Frank" 

| gulped down the icy sweetness, and sighed. Frank and | go way back; he roadied for my first serious band, and we've spent many 
a night huddled in the back of a transit van between gigs trying to keep warm. He's also a recovered alcoholic, and whilst you 
would think that was a strange thing for a publican to be it sure makes him conscientious. He won't serve underage drinkers and if 
you're already pissed out of your tiny box he won't serve you, but he will call you a cab. He says its easier to resist the 
temptation when you're reminded almost every night what a tosser booze makes you; | think he's a stronger man than most 


people realise. 


He's a good man. The best. We've been through all sorts of shit together and | know he worries about me..sees me as a younger 


sibling, | guess. Someone to look after - and there have been times in my past when I've needed it, God knows. 


George was pouting at her glass of coke, and | just laughed and clapped her on the shoulder. "You're dehydrated and your blood 


sugar is low right now. If we let you have beer you'd be flat on your back in ten minutes, max. Trust me, | know." 
She gave me a lopsided smile and pushed her damp curls back from her face. "OK. I'd better ring my mum, though.” 


Ronnie slung an arm around her shoulder. "Already done. | told her that you're meeting some important sponsors, which is true; 


we'll store your gear at Taz' place and get you home, then you can pick it up Monday..the ol' slave driver is giving you tomorrow 


off..." 


| flipped Ronnie off as she steered my bassist away, telling her that she must come and see Jase, as there was someone she 


wanted her to meet. 


| was beckoned over by Harry to come and talk to Simon's little group. He was talking to Amanda and Lee, Lady Maiden's manager. 
Thank Christ, neither of the special guests was with them..but a startled yelp from behind me suggested that George had only 
just twigged to the awesome presence of Papa Het amongst us. | chuckled and paid attention to Lee. 


"They're going to need gear, extra guitars..what did you have set up for them?" 


Simon blinked at him. "| assumed the hall's sound system and what Tara -" this is one reason | hate the man so much "- has 


would be sufficient.” 


Lee snorted. He's a little bundle of energy, that man; | swear, sometimes you can see sparks flying off him. Amanda grinned at him 
affectionately. | like her; even though the fact that she's tall, slim and long legged makes me as jealous as hell. She's also incredibly 
clever, and seriously likeable to boot, some women get all the luck. But then, as she so rightly points out, she's got no boobs to 
speak of and thus the point is proved once more that no one is perfect. But | digress. 


"Not even close. You've planned this big event and you haven't got a fucking clue what it involves, have you?" 


Simon began to sputter, and | could have planted a great big kiss right on the top of Lee's rapidly balding head. | didn’t, but | love 


anyone who can goose the execrable Simon so thoroughly. 


Before he could recover enough to speak, Lee cut in again. "Anyway, | was talking to Harry here and between us we think we can 
fill in the gaps. His shop can loan instruments and stuff and my girls can loan all the PA and AV gear you might need. We'll also 


act as techs and advisors." 
"We can't afford - " 
"Unpaid. We just want to get credited for what we've done." 


"Unpaid?" | yelled, at the same time as Simon. | was horrified, Simon suspicious, don't get me wrong, | like the Maidens and all but 
there was a definite whiff of kipper about this deal if they were trying to say it was being done out of the goodness of their 
hearts. Besides, it would make Simon even more smug and if that happened | felt that | would either burst into tears or kill him. 
Yes, they were a successful enough tribute band, never short of bookings and what have you - but try telling me that a little 


extra cash isn't always welcome and | won't believe you. | turned to Lee and scowled, wagging my cigarette-loaded fingers at him. 
"Who are you and what have you done with Lee Haskins?" 

Lee took my elbow and gently turned me aside. "Look, Taz, | don't know if you're aware how big this thing is becoming..between the 
idiot there and a certain ‘Arry ‘Arris the bloody music media are all over it like a fucking rash. You've been locked up in your 
garage practising your pretty little hearts out, and that's a good thing; all the magazines want a piece, VHI, even MTV. Believe me, 
the exposure is enough. Every tribute band in the country is going to get a lift off this, and there's only two all female tribute 
bands in the UK" 

"Two?" | said, still not catching on. 


"Yeah," he agreed, smiling slyly. "Us, and you." 


"Me?" | was staggered. This was just a short term project, not a career choice. "I don't want to be in a bloody tribute band! 


Especially not a Metallica tribute band." 


"Why not?" asked a voice which should have been familiar enough to warn me. In my defence, my mind was still spinning around 


Lee's last words, trying them out for size and seeing where my rather chaotic life plans were going to fit in. 

"Because," | spat, spouting the first sharp retort that came to mind, "I prefer bloody Megadeth, that's why." 

Silence fell across the bar, and | saw Cara sink her head into her hands and JC pat her absently on the back even as she shook 
her head slowly in disbelief. Harry's face was a picture, and even ‘Arry winced. Lee hissed in a breath and held it - | swear, | could 
hear his face going purple. 

Ronnie edged past a frozen faced Hetfield. 

"Nice one Taz," she said mildly, and lifted her hand. | high fived her, eyes closed and wishing that the ground would open up and 
swallow me; the gesture is a habit of ours, when I've opened my mouth before engaging my brain in a rather spectacular fashion 
Kind of marks the occasion, y'know? 


She slung her arm around my shoulders and grinned at James brightly. "Now apologise to the nice man for being such a bitch." 


| allowed a look of extreme chagrin to show, and somewhat meekly held out my hand for the man to shake. "Sorry for being a 


bitch. You caught me a touch off guard, before my Stupidity Filter kicked in” 


He cocked an eyebrow and gave me a rather lopsided smile. "Hate to think what you might have said in a really unguarded 


moment, then." 


We shook hands, and the tension in the room relaxed a little; disaster appeared to have been averted, for now. Lee let out an 


explosive breath just behind my left shoulder and slapped my arse. 
"Don't do that to me!" 


| directed a placid glance back at him. "Hey babe, that's nothing compared to what l'm going to do if you touch my bum again. You 
Have Been Warned." 


Het laughed, and | smiled back, a little tentatively. Well, looks like he finds me amusing, at the very least.| thought with an inward 
sigh. l'd half expected an enormous temper tantrum, nothing like a rock star ego for sending teddy floorward. Thus far, however, 


he was behaving himself impeccably, unlike my good self, in my defence | was tired and wanted to go home. Rock'n'Roll, huh? 


"You don't drink?" he asked, politely. | tried not to give him a patronising look, or a facetious answer; he was apparently attempting 


small talk, and until | knew him better being snide wasn't going to get me anywhere. But it was a stupid question 


| shrugged, still trying to square up in my mind this mild, polite man with glasses on to the screaming frontman I'd seen so many 


times. 
"Not straight after a gig, no. | need to rehydrate and whatnot." 


He smiled and nodded, glanced over his shoulder and then back at me with what was - | suspect - intended to be a conspiratorial 


look. 
"You want to get out of here?" 


Alarm bells began to ring in my head. He'd sidled up to me, dropped his head slightly and was giving me a smouldering look through 


those eyelashes; his voice had lowered too, and was almost a rumble of invitation. lf I'd been in the mood it would have been as 


sexy as hell. 
"Early yet," | said with a big smile, deliberately misunderstanding him. 


He shifted his shoulders until he was almost filling my vision, blocking the view of the rest of my friends drinking, talking, 
socialising..and | began to feel angry. Irrational, | suppose, but | don't take kindly to being hustled. 


"I'd like to get you know you better..so maybe we could -" 


| felt like thumping him, but refrained from doing so. It would have been impolite, at best; after all, he wasn't to know that | wasn't 
just some panting fangirl, desperate to get The Mighty Het under my covers. But, snarled the angry part of my mind, would he 
have been doing this to a musician he took seriously? Of course he wouldn't. was just a girly playing at being a rockstar, an 


amorphous collection of body parts to be used and abused before being thrown back rather than a person in my own right. 
| stepped back half a pace and fixed him with a Taz Special Look. 


"| was always under the impression that rockstars were drawn to extreme youth," | said quietly, talking through gritted teeth, 
"but | warn you; if you have a crack at my bassist I'll bloody chin you, and | don't give a shit who you are." 


He stepped back, looking confused. | guess he doesn’t get turned down very often. | stuck my hand out, smiled again, and spoke 


loudly enough to be overheard. 


"Well, it was very nice meeting you, James. But you know what it's like; I'm tired and a bit sweaty, and my comfy little bed is 
calling." | inclined my head and walked away without looking back, ostensibly to chivwy my band; Ronnie intercepted me, looking 


worried. 
"What happened there? You've got that Look on you..normally you only wear it before you start trouble. You haven't, have you?" 


| didn't even look at her. | love her, but right now | was just feeling so angry and upset that | wasn't going to be good company for 


anyone for a while. Twelve hours sleep would sort me out, | was sure. 


"Look, get that lot out of here early. They've only got one day off and then we're back to rehearsing." | looked around me, and 


caught Lee's eye. | waved him over. 
"What's up?" he asked quietly. | shrugged. 
"Give me a ring tomorrow, alright? | think we might have a couple of things to discuss about this bloody event." 


"Sure," he said, nodding and eyeing me suspiciously. | suppose my face was speaking volumes for me; everyone was beginning to 


tiptoe around me in that same way you would tiptoe around an unstable bomb. 


Which was fair enough; unstable was a very good description of how | was feeling right now. | sighed, patted Ronnie's arm, and left 


the pub quietly. | could leave it to her; she was a good friend, she'd see them all right. 


It wasn't until | was parking the car at home that | realised the blurring of my vision wasn't exhaustion but unshed tears, that's 
when | realised just how upset | really was. How dare he? The same bloody misogyny that had finally driven me from any serious 
attempt to make it as a musician, driven me out of London broken in mind, body and spirit, a shattered wreck at barely twenty 
five..that hateful attitude was obviously still alive and well, coming back to haunt me. Nothing had changed, and as | packed my 


gear away and looked at my converted garage sadly, | realised that nothing ever would. 


| turned out the light, and went to bed. 


~ es 


Six 


The phone woke me, shrilling insistently from beside my ear. Acting on pure instinct - because if I'd thought about it | would have 
let the answerphone pick the damn thing up - | grabbed it. 


"Whut?" | muttered, pushing the cat off my head. 
"Oh..er..hi. Is this Taz?" 
Hello, is this a gentle, LA flavoured voice murmuring in my ear? 


"Mmm. Yeah." 


I'm awake. Honest. I'm just trying to work out why James everloving Hetfield is ringing me. | stared into the deep green eyes of my 


cat as she blinked sleepily at me, and tried to organise my thoughts. 

Be cool, Taz. 

You blew him off last night. 

He's probably not used to it: 

He's either angry, or interested. 

| crossed my fingers, toes and - for once - legs, and hoped like hell it was the second. 
"Hi. Did | wake you?" 

Noo0000000, | always sound like this. Pillock. "Yeah. It's ok, though..I've got stuff to do." 
"Well, | was just wondering.." 


If you'd take a long walk off a short plank? If you realise that | could shut you down by snapping my fingers? Hit me with it, baby, 
| can handle anything. 


"if you'd like to come to dinner with me later?" 

Anything except this. 

"Hello?" 

"Sorry James. Still sleepy. Err..yeah. Where?" 

There must be a catch. Has to be. Gotta be. If it weren't for my bad luck I'd have no fucking luck at all. 

"Well, your sister and Simon invited me over for Sunday lunch with them, and | wondered if you would like to come too?" 


Crash! Yup, that's the sound of the other shoe dropping. OK Taz, stay calm. 


"Ah. Did they say if anyone else was going?" because if it's his boffy university pals I'm not going within twenty miles of the place, 
Hetfield or no. 


"Just me, so Simon said last night. | asked already," and there was a hint of a sly smile in the voice now, "because, y'know, a little 


bird told me you're not too fond of them." 


Cara. She was going to be so very, very dead when | found her. "Aye, well, you know how it is with siblings. But yes, I'd be 
delighted to. You know where you're going, yes?” 


"He's sending a car -" oh my, Simon, really sucking up now, aren't we? "- so | guess | don't need to, right?" 
"Absolutely. Ill meet you there at, what, one-ish?" 

"Sounds good. See you then’ 

"Right. Bye then" 

"You have a good day. Bye" 


| stared at the phone in disbelief before gently placing it back on its cradle. Nah. | must still be asleep. So go back to sleep, | 
thought, and it'll all just drift away pleasantly... 


The phone rang again, and | glared at it with one eye before carefully reaching out and picking it up. 

"Yeah?" 

"Taz! Oh thank goodness it's you, I'm all of a fluster here.." 

Nic. Oh dear God.l so don't need her squealing at me at - fuck! Eight am? It's Sunday. Have a fucking heart..please. 

"Shouldn't you be in church?" | snapped, as unpleasantly as possible. 

There was a rather hurt pause. "I was calling to ask if you would like to come over for Sunday lunch," said this cold little voice, 
and | mentally kicked myself. Poor Nic had undoubtedly had this task of feeding a Rock Star dumped on her by the horrible Simon, 
and she'd been relying on me to help her out of a hole. Then all | do is growl snidely at her..l sighed and squeezed my eyes shut. 
Emotional blackmail ahoy! 

| sighed. Here we bloody go.. 

"Sorry Nic. James has already called me so yes, I'll be there. One-ish alright?" 

"That's fine. What sort of wine would he like, do you think? I've got some nice Californian reds." 

She wittered on about wines and | rolled onto my back, closed my eyes and sighed deeply before gently interrupting her. 


"How much research have you two done? By which | mean - how much do you know about the man?" 


Uncertain silence. 


"Thought not. Look, Nic, the guy's a recovering alcoholic. No wine, get it?" 
"Oh. Oh dear. Oh dear oh dear." 
That didn't sound good. "What else?" 


"Well, the starter has alcohol in it and so has the..." 


| dropped the phone on my pillow and scratched my head, wondering if | clicked my heels together three times and said ‘there's no 


place like home’ all this weirdness would cease and desist? 


| asked the cat. She rolled on her side and purred, sticking the tip of her tongue out at me; thought not. | retrieved the phone, not 
terribly surprised to hear that Nic was still wittering on. 


"Alcohol in food is fine, as long as you haven't just poured it over. Its all cooked in it, or marinated or something - right?" 

R 

"Then itll be fine. Be cool. I'll see you later - oh, and try not to call me, because from now IIl be letting the answerphone pick up" 
"Taz, that isn't very helpful” 

"| know. What a bastard, eh? Bye." 

| hung up, burrowed back under the covers and tried to go back to sleep. 

ep 

Eventually appearing in the kitchen some two hours later, | wasn't terribly surprised to see most of Lady Maiden encamped 
around the table - all bar JC, of course, who was comfortably ensconced in a hotel somewhere with ‘Arry, unless | missed my 


guess. | waved briefly, grabbed the proffered mug of tea - Ronnie, | love you - and mooched outside for a smoke. 


It wasn't long, it being a pleasant sort of an autumn day, sunny, unseasonably warm and whatnot, before the others began to drift 


out to join me. 
"Morning," | said warily, watching them over the rim of my mug. 
"Had a chat to Het last night," said Cara with a grin, not wasting any time in small talk. 


"So | hear," | growled, doing my best I'm-your-frontman-don't-mess impression. It was wasted on Cara, because she just grinned 


at me and folded her arms on the grubby plastic surface of the table, leaning forward to wag a finger under my nose. 


"He was a bit surprised you blew him off. That was pretty naughty, you know..he could stop this whole project with a snap of his 


fingers." 
"Speaking of fingers, take that one away before | bite it off!" 
Amanda laughed softly. "And you guys think I'm bad in a morning.” 


| shook my head at her. "Neatly avoiding the subject," | said, "what's with Jase and Harris? | thought he was very married?" 


The girls looked at each other uneasily. Oh yes? Touched a nerve there, | think. 


"So did we," replied Janice, the redhead's tone of voice warning me off further questioning. | cheerfully ignored the clear Do Not 
Go There, and pushed ahead. Hey, its my damn house. | shall offend whom | choose. 


"So she the Other Woman now or what?" 


Sarah, the other guitarist, sighed gustily. "Looks like it. We're not wild about it but what can you do? She's in love and he's 
besotted..we don't know what the rest of Maiden think about it but we doubt that they're very happy either." 


Amanda shrugged. "We're just hoping that the infatuation wears off. And it has to be said," she added, obviously appealing to her 
friends as well as speaking to me, "it & coming in pretty handy. | mean, | don't know if James would have come over if it wasn't 


for ‘Arry's involvement." 


| sat up sharply. "What? Hold on a moment. | was under the impression that Simon called Kamen, Kamen called Lars, Lars called 


James, James called ‘Arry. Tell me that's so." 


Amanda tilted her head back to watch the high, fluffy clouds drift past, and Janice, Sarah and Cara studied the flowerbeds 
intently. 


"Guys?" 

"You're right," said Cara finally, "the bit you don't know about came first. We were all talking one day on the way to a gig -" 

"As you do," muttered Janice, still avoiding my eye. 

"And we had a vid on in the bus." 

"Let me guess," | said, narrowing my eyes at my guests, "SM?" 

Amanda nodded slowly. "Yeah. And we said how great it would be if we could do - or be involved with - something similar..so Jase 
spoke to ‘Arry, he asked around his producer and industry friends and Simon's name came up as someone who was willing to take 


on off-the-wall projects." 


| nodded, watching Ronnie staggering out into the garden laden with a tray bearing more tea, hampered by the cat weaving 


between her legs every step of the way. 
"And he happened to have a women's orchestra as one such project, right?" | asked, already knowing the shape of the answer. 


Cara gave one of her big, bright smiles. | swear, if the four minute warning was sounded that woman would grin and say: time for 


another beer then. She's irrepressible. 


"Yeah. And he knew you, and we know you, and via the orchestra he found Alison and George - and the rest, as they say, is 


history. Thanks, Ronnie." 


| drank my tea. What else was there to say? I'd been set up, then stitched up. Hetfield trying to have his wicked way with me was 
just the icing on an already bitter cake; | felt like a pawn, a leaf buffeted by the wind with no more choice over my direction than 


the autumnal drifts that would shortly begin to fill my garden from the overhanging trees. 


| shook my head, and decided against losing my temper. Hell with it. Only another three weeks to go and | could go back to my life; 
rock stars and tribute bands and orchestras could all get stuffed. 


| sparked up another smoke and bared my teeth at the girls in an approximation of a smile. "So. Was the Mighty Het pissed at me 


or what?" 
Apparently unable to believe their luck at my lack of explosive fury, the Maidens jumped on this change of tack with alacrity. 


"Not so much pissed," said Janice, tilting her hand back and forth in a maybe-yes, maybe-no motion, "as surprised. | really think 


he did want to talk to you." 
"Although I'm sure his libido had something to do with it," added Amanda, eyebrow cocked. Janice shrugged. 


"Perhaps. He certainly said to me that he'd never, ever seen women rock as hard as you lot did. But then, | guess he hasn't seen 


us yet." 


| laughed at her, then continued to laugh at the ridiculousness of the whole situation. It was at that point, | think, that | came to a 
momentous decision, stop trying to fight it, and just ride the waves of weirdness that seemed to be what my life was made up of 
right now. Nothing about this had made sense since that first phone call..and things were just going to get crazier. And if | fought 
it, | was very likely to drown..so fuck it, yes? 


"So," said Ronnie, waving a freshly filled mug of tea under my nose, "what are you going to wear to today's dinner? Going to be 


good?" 
| looked innocent. "Jeans, boots, t shirt..usual shit." 


| grinned and ducked as my friends all hooted and shouted, waving their arms and telling me that no | couldn't possibly! | had a 
reputation to uphold, a rock star to seduce, a sibling to send into hysterics.jeans simply wouldn't cut it, dear! 


"tll tell you what," | said, when the laughter had settled, "why don't we go upstairs and fight about it? But | warn you - I'm taking 
the bike, so it had better be practical." 


Groans from the girls. My poor old bike. I've always loved motorbikes, guess that's obvious what with all my other activities, eh? 
Anyway, the current incumbent was a tatty old six-fifty that | called Duchess; she could be awfully queeny about starting in cold 
weather, and her faded paint and chipped gilt and chrome always seemed to suggest a kind of tarnished grandeur to me. A faded 

prima donna, even; the fastest thing on the road in her day she was little more than an ancient wreck now, but she was my 


ancient wreck. 

Riding her helped me to be calm when | needed to centre myself; let your attention wander on a bike on our twisty little roads and 
they'll bite you, believe me. She made me smile when | was sad, kept me busy on the weekends fixing and fiddling, and generally 
took the place of a more conventional pet in my life. 

"Well," said Sarah, narrowing her eyes at me thoughtfully, "leathers can be sexy, Too...” 

"Let's go, then. 


~ es 


| sat quietly on the bike, listening to the engine ping softly as it cooled after the relatively short blast along the satisfyingly twisty 


country lanes, and regarded my sister's house with a sort of weariness as the familiar emotions of irritation closely followed by 


longing and sorrow washed over me again. 


It had always been known as The Professor's House; the rank of those who had lived in it had changed, but it had belonged to the 
University since it was built. And parts of the cellars were almost nine hundred years old..that sort of thing begins to irritate 
you, after a while. The way people are impressed with it, | mean, it's a house, for God's sake. It's meant to be lived in, not looked at 


and preserved like a fly in amber. 


Unwilling to enter the almost fossilised house and the dubious company of my sibling for a while, | twisted in the saddle and looked 
back along the street whilst | rolled and lit a cigarette. | don't often smoke rollups; | save them for when I'm particularly broke, or 
for times - like now - when smoking them will cause maximum offence. Yes, | am a bad person sometimes - what, you hadn't 


noticed? 


This had been a working village, once. My grandparents had lived here, in a far more modest two up, two down cottage around the 
corner; as a child I'd loved to come and spend time with them, explore the nooks and crannies of the village and listen to the old 
men talk in the pub. Granddad had grown dahlias to show standard, there used to be a very strong grower's club here, but that 
was long gone now. | closed my eyes, and let myself remember the smell of new bread from the bakery; it had wafted up this 
street, and led you by the nose hairs down to the place it was coming from and into the old shop, dusty panes of glass almost 
obscuring the sturdy loaves and more delicate cakes lined up for display and purchase in their ancient, worn wooden racks lined 


with delicately lacy white paper doilies. 


It was a house now. Belonging to a stockbroker, | think; he and his horse faced missus come down here at weekends sometimes, 
getting some time away from The City and complaining about the smells and noise from the farm a mile away. He's got CCTV 
cameras up all over the place, blinds pulled tightly shut against prying, proletarian eyes; he might not want to spend time here, 


but he won't share. Pretty house; but | do miss the bakery. 


The story is the same through the whole village. There was a sweetshop, a smithy - they didn't shoe horses, that's a farriers 
job; the smith made gates and mended things, iron and forge work - two pubs, a post office, a place that sold feed for horses and 
dogs and chickens. | used to call that one the smelly shop, back then; it had the most bizarre, sweet-sourish smell to the place, 
God alone knows what was in those various tins and crates, but it sure stank Molasses and turpentine, leather and mouse-nibbled 
corn, | suppose. Shafts of light poking through windows so dirty and dusty you sure as hell couldn't see through them; stuffed 
birds hanging, bizarrely, from the ceiling and the ever present cats, snoozing in the warmth atop the bags and grumbling when 
moved so that a shining brass scoop could be dug into the depths of the lumpy sack and a pound of something measured stickily 
or damply out onto the darkly gleaming scales. Sometimes it was just grain of some sort, and the rush of bouncing, rounded 
particles down the scoop would raise a cloud of dust to dance in the sunlight, weaving a fascinating arabesque of motion in the air. 
Murmuring voices, mysterious shadows, and the old man there always had a sweet in his pocket for a good girl, and a sugar 
mouse with a string tail at Christmas. Nowadays that sort of thing would get you arrested for child molestation, but it used to 


make the old man smile, and | loved it. 


| happened to look through the sparkling windows last year. It's all very..modern now, with a charmingly rustic, retro sort of look. 


It made me want to smash the goddamn windows with a Molotov cocktail, so help me. 


You would walk through this village in the middle of the day, and you would hear voices and vehicles, life would bustle around you 


and you could throw a stick for the farmer's collie, say hello to the elderlies enjoying a gossip outside the shop and now? 
Silence. But it is much, much prettier, and all the tourists ooh and aah at it in the summer. 


| know, | know..progress. Life was a hell of a lot harder then, and I'm only talking about the seventies here, most of those charming 


cottages had no indoor bathrooms, heating except the fire, and roofs that leaked like hell if it rained for more than an hour. 


But they were good, working people who had a lot of time for a rather wild girl who was more into climbing trees and shouting 


than ballet lessons, and in the rush of the English rich to oust the grubby workers from their grimy shacks and replace them 
with polished cottages and executive housing the old ways have been pushed out permanently. |, for one, miss it. My sister has 


been heard to comment about how much tidier the village looked than when she used to come here as a child.. 
| rest my case. 


Beginning to feel the chill of the autumn afternoon biting through the arse of my leather jeans, | flicked the butt of my smoke 
into next door's beautifully manicured front garden, chained the bike up and unwillingly made my way up the flagged path to 


hammer on the great oak door, seeking sanctuary from the cold wind, and the memories. 


we 


Seven 


| walked into a scene of barely organised chaos. My sister, once she'd flung open the heavy front door, practically turned around 


and bolted for the kitchen with barely more than a hello; not at all like her. 


| followed her - and my nose, tantalised as it was by the wonderful smells of a traditional English Sunday lunch - until we reached 


the kitchen. | propped myself against the back door, and settled down to watch. 

“Alright? Where's y'man?" 

Nic turned and gave me a surprisingly steely glare. 

"| sent Simon to his office because he was in my way. And if you're not going to help you can just get out of my way too." 
Whoah! When did she grow a set of balls? 

| raised both my hands in an |-surrender gesture. "Easy tiger. What do you want me to do?" 

She got me bashing pans, setting the table, retrieving fine glassware, generally buggering about and assisting her in the seemingly 
heroic effort. It was a strange moment; we were almost comfortable with each other for that half hour or so, chatting and 
laughing as though we actually liked each other rather than our normal state of armed neutrality. Felt odd but..good. 

The doorbell rang again, and | jumped as though I'd been stabbed. James. Had to be. Time to put plan A into action.. 

"Nic, I've gotta go get changed.” 

She turned and raised an eyebrow at me. 


"Pretty yourself up for our guest?" 


| was about to start shouting when | caught the gentleness in her gaze. She wasn't taking the piss, she wasn't being snide..she was 


teasing me. Teasing. Me. 

This never happens. 

| snorted and shook my head. | must have missed the rabbithole I'd fallen down, either that or the universe had undergone a 
subtle shift when | was asleep one night. Whatever, | had to get my leather clad arse upstairs and undergo another sort of 
transformation, and smartish too, Simon was on his way to answer the door. 

| snorted and winked at my sister, then legged it for the stairs. 


we 


Jogging down the stairs a short time afterward, | could hear voices from the front room. Ah, but | sure hoped Simon hadn't done 


his usual and reached for the aperitif before dinner.. 
"Hey guys," | said, smiling widely, "what's up?" 


Simon never missed a beat when he saw me. Still, | suppose he's used to me by now; the fact that he'd never actually seen me 


wearing restrained makeup and a smart blouse didn't seem to faze him at all. He simply stepped in and kissed me lightly on one 


cheek. 

"Tara," he murmured, "you look nice." 

Before | go any further, | would like to emphasise that | was still wearing my leather jeans, slightly scuffed at knee, arse and hip 
from a mild tumble down the road last summer; my riding boots had, however, been replaced with a pair of heeled ankle boots 
and the scruffy Iron Maiden shirt with a patent leather bustier covered with a gossamer thin silk shirt in a shimmering, exotic 
shade of dark blue. I'd carefully made up, and piled my hair on top of my head in such a way that mousy blonde strands tumbled 
artfully around my face and neck; not a bad look for me, even if | do say so myself. It had only taken the Maiden girls an hour or 
so to shout down my objections and jam this lot into my tank bag; | supposed | owed them a vote of thanks after all. 

| shot Simon a dirty look and turned to James. 


Well. Been a while since I've been checked out so obviously... 


My face must have given me away, because he blinked and seemed to shake himself before holding out his hand for me to shake, 


then stepping in and kissing me lightly on the other cheek. 
"You look great," he said quietly. | smiled at him. 
"Thanks." 


"Drink?" asked Simon, arching an elegant eyebrow. Ah, ever Mine Host - playing it to the hilt, smooth git. One day | was going to 
hit that smug smile with a brick. 


"MI have whatever he's having," | replied. Time for the acid test, was James on the booze, had Simon slipped him something, what? 


Simon handed me one of their elegant wineglasses, filled with something that was just the very palest amber and slightly fizzy, to 
judge by the bubbles. | took a sip, and had to grin as | recognised the flavour. 


"Elderflower. | didn't think you'd even heard of this stuff, Si." 
He calls me Tara, | call him Si. He hates it. Undignified, apparently; bite me, you pompous wanker. 
"Not drinking, Tara?" 


"Not when | drive, no. Riding a bike is dodgy enough round here let alone trying to do it with a fuzzy head. Besides which, the 


police round here always bloody pull me late at night" 

"It's because that bike of yours is a deathtrap. Have you ever considered a car?" 
"Got one, thanks. It's a tin box. They all are’ 

"Some have decided advantages, surely" 


"The way people round here drive | don't think so, no. They're all cocooned in their cosy little cockpit, listening to bloody Brahms or 
whatever, and stuff the poor bloody biker in the rain." 


"They are hard to see, you must admit." 


"Not if you're paying attention, pal." 

And we were off. This is the sort of conversation Simon and | often have; he sneers at my opinions and | end up snarling at him. 
James simply stood back, watching the pair of us spar with some amusement; he sipped from his glass, occasionally made a small 
noise of agreement when one of us managed to score a point over the other but otherwise just observed silently. 

"If you're ready." called Nic from the dining room. Simon sketched a mock bow at me, and indicated that our guest should lead the 
way. James thanked him politely, and offered me his arm, startled by such an old fashioned gesture | took it, then turned and 
stuck my tongue out at Simon over my shoulder. 

He rolled his eyes. 


"You two always bicker like that?" murmured James into my ear. | blushed. Dammit. 


Nic ushered us into their rather grand dining room, all oak and stained glass; the weak autumn sunshine illuminated the room, 


gleaming from polished surfaces and drawing a soft whistle from our visitor. 

"Nice, isn't it?" | asked him, rather impishly. He snorted at me, and we took our seats. 

The meal began well; we had a nice Parma ham starter, and from somewhere Nic had managed to procure an impressive array of 
non-alcoholic cordials and liqueurs. | sat back, ate and watched; James was immensely polite, chatting idly with Simon and flattering 
my sister until she blushed and flapped her hands at him to turn away the praise. 

She brought out the main course, and Simon carved; he and Nic took the well cooked beef from the outside, and left James and | 
to argue over the pinker bits from the centre. And argue we did, he beat me to the bloodiest bit by a hair, and when | tried to 
steal it from his fork with my own he calmly whacked me on the knuckles with the heavy, cast handle of his knife. 

| reared back, startled. That hurt! 


Nic laughed aloud. "James, you have no idea how long I've waited for someone to do that. | think you can get away with it where 


none of the rest of us can" 
He grinned at me, all white teeth and glittering gaze. "I'm a hunter, ma'am. | don't let any scavenger take what's mine." 
Simon snorted, Nic smothered a giggle and | huffed irritably. Scavenger? Cheeky fucker. 


| flexed my fingers, and set to my dinner with a will. The conversation turned, as expected, to the upcoming concert; | laid my 


eating irons down and listened to Simon's assessment of our chances. 


"The orchestra can do it, of that | have no doubt, they've been working on the score for several weeks now. I've got a young 


conductor working with them that I've been bringing on for a while; she's showing real promise.” 


Nic dropped her eyes and scowled. Oh yes? If the execrable Simon was playing around on my sibling he was going to be in a whole 
world of hurt. Nic cleared the expression from her face so completely that when she looked up again | wondered if I'd imagined the 
sudden flash of anger and pain; the slight blush that tinged her cheek when she caught my stare indicated that | had not. 


Interesting. So not everything was roses in the garden, then? 


"The band don't seem bad," said James with a nod in my direction | cocked an eyebrow. 


"Not bad? Damned by faint praise," | replied, picking up my knife and fork and returning to my dinner with a will. James shrugged. 


"I've only seen you play once, and you've only been together a week. How tight can you be in that time? Its not like you've got any 


experience together." 


| stared at him, chewing my beef slowly. My sister can cook, that's for damn sure. "This is true," | answered slowly. | was 
discovering that The Mighty Het could be a slippery customer to deal with; white man speak with forked tongue, indeed. "But we're 
doing what we can. The ladies have got real talent, and with my experience and the Lady Maiden's help | think we won't disgrace 


ourselves." 


Eat that, tosser. James nodded and smiled at me again - that shark's expression, hiding aggression behind a smooth exterior - and 


allowed himself to be distracted once more by Nic's questions about his family. | held my tongue until the dessert course. 

"Are you sure you won't have a spot of port, James?" asked Simon, waving the decanter somewhat unsteadily. | hooded my eyes 
and sat back, ready to observe. How would he react? | knew a few people who'd been in rehab, and their reaction to being offered 
booze ranged from the polite to the rabid. 

This could be fun. 

He simply raised his hand. "No thank you. | don't drink these days; like to keep my wits about me." 

Oh, shoot me a glance, will you? 


"James has been in rehab," | said quietly to Simon, who simply shrugged and filled his own glass. 


"Oh, that gives you two something else in common, then," wittered Nic. From the corner of my eye | saw an eyebrow raise, and 


James' face begin to crease itself into a smile; cheers dude, | really don't want to talk about this. 


You know how there are spaces in your life you wish weren't there? They exist, but you neatly ringfence them off from your 
day to day existence, and although you don't ignore them completely you always hope like hell you'll have no reason to look at 


them. Ever. My rehab years are something like that. 


"And you still drink?" asked James, sounding sympathetic. | watched him as | pushed my bowl away, and took a long drink from my 
wineglass. Strawberry cordial. My grandparents taught me how to make it as a kid, and | taught Nic a year or two ago. Looks like 


she's better at it than | am now, damn her eyes. 
"| do," answered him quietly, "because it wasn't the drink that put me there." 


"Drink was part of it though, wasn't it?" grinned Simon. His eyes were beginning to swim out of focus, and | was pretty sure that 
Nic would shortly be pouring him into bed; perhaps it would be the ideal time to hit him with the long-promised brick. 


| looked at my fingernails. Yeah, drink was part of it. But it was the heroin that really put me there; well, that and the self 


destructive urges, and the psychosis brought on by too much acid.. 


l'm not saying that drugs are bad. Its your body, you do what you damn well please with it. But when disappointment and mental 
abuse are all neatly wrapped around an exciting range of recreational pharmaceuticals things can get, well, a bit out of hand. Your 
brain kind of begins to fry in the chemical mix, your body betrays you every chance it gets, and everything goes to hell fairly 
shortly after that. 


"You don't have to be ashamed of it," drawled an American accent from somewhere a million miles away. | chose not to look at 


anybody, because one hint of pity in a single set of eyes and | would be going a-postal. 

"Would you excuse me," | said quietly, and left the room abruptly. 

| have no idea what happened behind me, because | was in the walled kitchen garden before | knew where my feet were taking me. 
It's called the kitchen garden but its actually some way from the house; a Victorian thing, | guess. You didn't want servants visible 
by the master doing something as merial as growing veg for the household When | was a kid it had almost been derelict; | would 
climb the wall and make dens amidst the briars and dense undergrowth, and pretend | was exploring Darkest Africa. As a kid | had.. 
well, the psychologists my parents dragged me to called it a ‘rich internal landscape’. Which | believe is expert-speak for ‘off her 
bloody trolley in a dreamworld', which is what everyone else called it. 

Naturally, it was an impeccably laid out herb and vegetable garden now, with peaches and apricots trained to grow along the south 
facing walls, taking advantage of what warmth we had in this benighted, rain drenched country. | found a bench facing the centre 
of the garden and put my head in my hands; | could really have used one of those comfy little dens amidst the thorns right now. 
The silence washed over me, and even though my hands were trembling hard | managed to roll myself a cigarette, the first few 
puffs helped me calm down enough to do my mental exercises, and the shaking stilled soon after that. | can handle this. I've 
handled worse. Just..focus on the peace. Identify the plants. Remember all that work you did in the gardens as part of your 


recovery phase.. 


Lavender, cotton, English and French. Look like sprouts over there, and cabbages. Bit late in the year for lettuces but it looks like 


there's some under glass over there... 

Gravel crunched under an approaching pair of boots. Oh no. 

Focus! Pot marigold, ‘poor man's saffron’. Leeks. Late potatoes. 

"Hey." 

I'm sure that's lovage over there, and angelica. Small stems can be candied for decoration, and | ain't fuckin’ listenin’, pal. 


| kept my gaze firmly on the garden, and heard boots crunch in the gravel some more before the elegant wrought iron bench 


creaked gently as another bum joined mine on its racing green gloss paint. Fuck 
"Taz?" 
| took a deep breath, and turned to face James - and the music, | guess. 


This so sucked. 


So. There | was, sitting on a traditional style wrought iron bench in a very pretty walled garden, nice and private and sheltered 
from the sharpness of the approaching autumn air. | was not alone; sitting close enough to me that our knees were touching was 
one James Hetfield, survivor, rock star, inhabiter of my teenage obsessions and Metal God. 

| wished that the ground would open up and swallow me, | really did. 


Unexpectedly, he grinned at me. "You handle Simon really well," he said, "he's a dork. Fuck knows what your sister sees in him." 


| just shrugged, and pitched my cigarette end into a lavender bush. Quick as thought, | began to roll another; that, of course, was 
when | noticed that the shakes were back. Dammit. He noticed too, and laid a comforting hand on my knee, giving it a friendly pat. 


"You don't need to be afraid of me," said James softly. Ooh, but he's got a sexy voice. Right now, though, all it did was make me 
angry. 


"Don't fucking flatter yourself," | snapped, finished rolling my smoke and lit it, stuffing the makings back into the pocket of my 


leather jeans and glaring across the neatly manicured patch of garden 

He looked a bit startled and a lot hurt. 

| raised my hands and sighed, closing my eyes with the pain of it all. Every single fucking time..show me some sympathy and l'll 
kick you in the teeth. Call it a defence mechanism, call it paranoia, call it what you like it was reflexive, instinctive and a bloody 


nuisance. "Look, lm sorry. I'm a bit rattled, okay? It makes me a bit ruder than usual." Or a lot ruder than usual, take your pick. 


Downright offensive, on occasion. 

He sighed, too. 

"Look, why don't you talk about it?" he suggested quietly. "You never know, it might help." 

| opened my eyes and smiled wryly. "You learn that in rehab? This the new touchy-feely Hetfield, then?" 

He barked shortly. "Yeah, as a matter of fact. But if you want we can cut straight to the feeling and touching." 

He leered wickedly, and | laughed. Ten out of ten for sense of humour, anyway. 

| shook my head, letting the laughter die away slowly and studied his face in the afternoon sunlight. Planes and angles, scars and 
lines; delineation of a face that had suffered and endured, been through a lifetime of experiences, seduced a million people..and 
ended up here, with me, right now. 

| took a deep breath. This wasn't going to be easy but hell, he had asked.. 

"How much do you know about me? My past.” 


James shrugged. "Not much. You tried to make it in music during the eighties, now you just play with it. And you can be..difficult” 


| raised an eyebrow. Wonder who that titbit had come from? Having said that he wasn't stupid, possessed a functioning set of 
eyes and ears and | had been a teensy-weensy bit off with him a time or two so maybe he worked it out for himself. 


"Yeah, well, probably. But when | was a teenager | was so desperate to make my mark, do something to be remembered for. | was 
going to be the next Suzi Quatro, only bigger; me and the band were going to be huge, bigger than the biggest thing ever. You 


guys were going to eat our dust, along with every other rock band on the planet.” 
| sighed, and leaned back on the bench. 


"Didn't work out like that, of course. | mean, we had quite the following; its not that we were unpopular. But | was just seen as a 
piece of ass; women, | was told, weren't popular doing heavy metal. The fans, they said, didn't like it. It was ok for club night 


titillation, but no more..." 


| hissed through my teeth as the memories came back with the force of a sandbag around the back of the head. Good times, 
playing the music and riding the wave flowing from the crowd, amplified and flung back through the band and focused through me, 
that heady rush that came with a blinder of a gig. Bad times, as I'd watched my dream slipping through my fingers - and there 
hadn't been a damn thing | could do about it. 


"My band were even offered a recording contract, provided that they got rid of me as their lead singer; they came to me, told 
me about it. They were going to turn it down, but | told them to take it; grab your chance, boys, | said. So they did.weren't 


massively successful, but they had their fifteen minutes." 


| shook my head and stared past James' left ear, lost somewhere in the past. So wrapped up in my memories was | that | didn't 
immediately feel him take my hands in his, folding them in the calloused warmth of his large palms. | finally looked down, and had 
to fight the impulse to lift my eyebrows in surprise; it felt nice, and comforting..and truth be told | didn't want him to let go. 
Meeting his eye | decided to finish my story as quick as | could and then..well, then the rest would be up to him. 


"Anyway, | was determined not to give up so | carried on plugging away, moved from band to band, got some decent new musicians 


launched, taught a lot of youngsters about the big bad ol' business. But eventually it started to get to me -" 
"As it would," said James quietly. 


"Yeah. So | started doing more drugs, more booze, partying harder..you know how it goes. And then the money ran out. | was 


sleeping on friend's floors, sold all my gear..wound up doing some stuff I'm not very proud of. Got picked up by the police one night 


after..after..." 
| swallowed. | couldn't do this. No way could | tell this man just how low I'd gone. 
He surprised me then; he rubbed my hands gently and sighed. "Was it your pimp or john that beat you up?" 


| cocked my head and regarded him seriously, and he smiled gently at me. Such a sweet expression..and so unexpected. The smile 


turned wry at the question clearly written on my face. 


"Hey, | know what it's like to be down on your luck. I've never been that low myself but I've seen it, believe me. There but for the 


grace of God." he trailed off and shrugged, and | sighed. 


"Doesn't really matter who it was. Anyway, the police managed to work out who | was, contacted my family and they paid to get 
me into a very nice, very exclusive private clinic; took me a while but they got me clean, got me off the smack and the coke and 
the crack" | sighed again, shaking my head. "Didn't matter. My dream was dead, and for the longest time so was |; alive on the 
outside but inside there was just nothing left, nothing at all once that all encompassing dream was gone. | started again, got 
married, but after a few years the music began to get to me again. hubby didn't like it, so we split. I've been gigging around the 


place and just doing my own thing ever since." 


James nodded, still slowly massaging my hands between his. "Left you with a chip on your shoulder, huh?" 


| chuckled, reluctantly. "You noticed? Hmmm. Yeah. If | was a bloke | might have been taken seriously as a musician. If | was a bloke 
the rehab thing and the addictions wouldn't have seemed so awful..it could have been written off as a wild phase. If, if, if. But l'm 
not a bloke." 


"| noticed." 
"Oh good." 


We both laughed, then, and | sighed before continuing. "So that's why | overreacted last night. When you asked me to get out of 
there it just..it just brought a lot of shit to the surface, that's all. It felt like going back in time; | wondered if you would have said 
the same thing to me if I'd been a male musician, or one that you could take seriously. | never bothered to ask, though; | just got 


angry, and | took it out on you.” 
| looked him square in the eye and braced myself. "| was wrong to do that. I'm sorry." 
He shook his head, holding my gaze. “There. That wasn't so hard, was it?" 


"Careful." 


He chuckled, then rose from the bench still holding my hands, pulling me up with him. Now, I'd always assumed that he was hugely 
tall, it actually turned out that at a mere six one he's not that scary-massive at all. Until you look in his eyes, of course..slatey 
shade of blue grey that looks right through you, like a laser beam. It feels like..like you can't hide a damn thing from that direct 


gaze. All your sins are written right there for him to see, ten feet high in neon letters. 
It's an unnerving experience. 


But then he smiles, and there's a warmth and a sweetness there that just makes you want to smile right back, and follow it up 
with a hug. | know, | know..hey, | can be mushy too, y'know. Just..not very often. 


"So, y'want to show me around this garden, then? Because from what your sister said you had a lot to do with its rebuilding." 

| looked around. "Sure. | came to stay here for a while after rehab; one of the conditions the University put on Nic and Si when 
they got the house was that the gardens be reconstructed to the Victorian original. | worked with a few guys from the history 
department, and some students from the tech who were studying horticulture..are you sure you want to see it? | can bore for 


Britain on the subject, y'know." 


James turned and laid a comradely arm around my shoulders. "Taz, you can be many things - but I'm damn sure boring isn't one 


of them." 

"Come on then," | said with an impish grin, "first, this is the kitchen garden. | know it's a long way from the house, but." 
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We'd completed a tour of the gardens and the afternoon sunlight was shading toward dusk by the time we stopped under a huge, 
ancient walnut tree to regard the house in its complex, beautiful setting. | suppose being a part of restoring those gardens should 


have made me proud; instead, it just made me sad. | tried to explain this to James, but wasn't getting very far. 


"But it's beautiful.” 


"Yeah, but it's all very formal. Controlled Not a patch of nettles anywhere" 

"That's a problem?" 

| shook my head. "When | used to get in here as a kid the place was alive. Old apple trees, blackthorn bushes, damsons, all sorts of 
wild fruit. The blackberries were to die for; there were mice, and shrews, frogs, toads, newts, hundreds of little birds..spiders in 


all shapes and sizes. Wildflowers, butterflies, dragonflies..it was like magic to me." 


He nodded, leaning back on the trunk of the tree and taking a huge cigar from the breast pocket of his shirt. | tried to smother a 


snicker, but failed; James lit the obscene looking thing, then cocked an eyebrow at me. 

"Oh, nothing,” | grinned, in reply to the unspoken question, "it just looks like you're smoking a turd, thats all" 
He looked at his cigar, then back at me with a faintly injured expression. 

"Never mind. Anyway, you ever had pickled walnuts?" 


He blinked. I'd been outlining the various edible things you could do with what grew in the garden; | guess a lot of them must be 
peculiarly English, because half the time he had no idea what | was on about. 


Before | could launch into another long-winded explanation - to his credit, he didn't appear to have become bored once during our 
tour - Nic emerged from the French windows that led to Simon's study, rather grandly known by him as The Library, and joined 
us under the tree. 

"Would you like tea?" 

"Afternoon tea?" asked James with a grin. "With cakes and stuff?" 


Nic nodded. 


"Man, you really are just too bloody civilised," | muttered at my sister, and to my astonishment she shot me a bold wink even as 


she slipped her arm through James’. 

"One of us has to be," she replied, steering him toward the doors and leaving me to catch them up. 

By the time we'd got ourselves sorted and James was rather suspiciously poking at a petit four with one blunt fingertip, Nic had 
the fire sorted out, the lamps lit, and was pouring tea into delicate bone china cups. | shook my head. This was the sort of thing 
that made me uneasy; | would rather have been sitting in the gardener's shed, electric kettle bubbling and instant coffee in a 
stained cup. Still, James appeared to be enjoying himself so | kept my peace. 

Until another idea occurred to me. 


"Nic, have you still got that stuff here | left with you?" 


She nodded, and | turned to James with a grin. "Tell you what, rather than call for the car to collect you why don't | take you 
back to your hotel?" 


James, having finally decided that the delicate little confectioneries were indeed edible, seemed to think this over while he chewed. 


At this point | should perhaps explain to you that petit fours are a sort of extremely dark and luxuriant cake thing that are very 


rich, very sweet, very very chocolaty and take bloody hours to make; they also stick your teeth and palate up something horrid 
if you're not used to them. He made a few ‘hmm’ noises while he chewed, and | relaxed into the depth of the deep leather wing 


back chair while | waited. 


"Those," he said finally, levelling a finger at the innocent looking little sweets, sitting all demure in their lacy cases and dusted with 


virginal icing sugar, "should be illegal. They're amazing.” 


"lll make you some to take home," smiled Nic, blushing with pleasure. James nodded at her, then turned to me with a glint in his 


eye. 
"Won't Simon be annoyed if you do that?" 
| just grinned, showing all my teeth in the warm brown dimness of the leather-smelling study. He laughed aloud. 


"You're on, then" 


That settled, | leaned forward and took a petit four for myself. Now that | apparently had The Mighty Het on my side, the 


opportunities for needling Simon were going to be endless... 


Lunch at Nic's place? Not such a bad proposition, after all. 
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"No, look.try this one, then’ 

"What's that shit on top of it?" 

"Bunny ears. Don't worry about it" 

"Bumy ears?" 

"Yeah. They're funny. Honest” 

James glared at me. We'd nagged Nic to show us where she'd stored the boxes of stuff Id left behind when I'd stayed here for a 
while, fresh out of rehab; there were a couple of spare motorcycle helmets shoved in the boxes, as well as spare gloves, 


waterproofs, long johns..all the accoutrements of the all-year biker's art. | was pretty sure that one of the lids would fit James; 


the trouble was getting him to wear one. 
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"Where's your sense of humour?" 

"Where | left it. I'm not going down the road in bunny ears” 


"The idea," | said wearily, angling the dusty lid in my hands and scrutinising the floppy, stick on ears carefully, "is not to go down 
the road at all. Anyway, who's going to see you?" 


"That's not the point." 


"It is the point. It's going to be dark, you'll have waterproofs on over your clothes,” any extra layers are always a good idea, 


especially in our uncertain weather, "and nobody is going to see you. You want to do this..or are you chicken?" 

He straightened up and scowled fiercely at me. | just grinned, you don't scare me, y’big pussycat. 

He made a harrumph noise and subsided, less than gracefully. "Fine. Just don't tell anyone." 

| inclined my head and grabbed the pile of gear to take downstairs. An old pair of my winter gloves just about fit him, and his 
boots were sturdy enough; | have a real thing about bikers wearing sufficient protective gear. There's nothing annoys me more 
than seeing someone riding a motorbike without - at the very least - decent gloves, boots, sturdy jeans and a leather or other 
tough jacket. Trainers and shorts especially annoy me; have these people no imagination? Don't they know what tarmac will do to 


exposed flesh at even low speed? Never mind gravel rash, it grinds away bone. 


After all, as my father told me just before | got my first bike - if you ride a motorbike, you will fall off one day, doesn't matter 
how good you are. So it pays to be prepared, yes? 


Anyway, | digress. 


Simon was still passed out, pissed, in bed. Without anyone to share the wine he'd got up from the cellar he'd drunk it all himself, 


followed it with a few glasses of port and, apparently, keeled over shortly after I'd made my exit. | didn't miss him. James 
grumbled off down the hallway to struggle into his outside gear, and while | sorted myself out Nic leaned on the wall and watched 
me silently. Time to put our new found closeness to the test. 

"So. Simon getting a little too close to his protégé, huh?" 


No one ever accused me of tact, but the truth is that | didn't know how else to put it. 


She looked past me and shrugged. "He spends a lot of time away from home, works late..he says he's bringing her on, that she's 


got more talent than he's seen in a long time." 


| looked up at her, slinging my heeled boots into my tank bag and considering the blue silk shirt. Nah, that could stay on. "You 


believe him?" 

"Funnily enough," she said with a wry smile, "I do. | just want him at home more, and | guess l'm jealous of her talent..." 

| shook my head, and Nic caught the gesture and laughed "Oh, | know - not very admirable, is it? But Ill tell you something else, if 
| do find out that anything funny is going on I'll castrate him. | mean it, too. | found him, | caught him, he's mine and I'll have no- 


one else helping themselves, thank you.” 


| straightened up and leaned against the wall, staring at her wide-eyed. “Tell me. When did you get so damn tough and what was | 
doing that | missed it?" 


She moved in and tapped me on the nose, gently, with a forefinger. "You've been wrapped up in your life, just like always. As for 


toughness, well, yours is on the outside where everyone can see it. | keep mine well hidden, that's all." 
She bustled off to the kitchen, meeting a creaking James coming the other way all decked out in his borrowed riding gear. 


"I've got some more of those sweets..l'll package some up for you to take back to your hotel room, okay? I'll do you another batch 


to take home." 
The helmet nodded, ears flapping. | stifled a giggle. 


"Thank you, ma'am," came the rather muffled reply. He stomped down to meet me in the hallway, and | carefully avoided meeting 


his eyes. 
"Can we get going, please?" 


| waved him to the front door and neatly caught the small package Nic threw to me from the kitchen. "You ride carefully," she 
said, half scolding, half laughing, "we'll never live it down if you kill him off down one of our narrow lanes. Especially wearing those 


ears...” 


James spun to glare at her, but she just shot him a saucy wink and was gone. Still trying really hard not to bubble over with 
laughter, | ushered our guest out of the front door and gave Duchess a quick once over. Only takes five minutes and can save a 


lot of grief if you spot something that's out of order.. 


All was well, and | fastened my tank bag down, cocked my leg over the seat and rolled her off her centre stand, giving her a quick 
wiggle between my thighs to check the level of petrol, the gauge hasn't worked for ages, so you can tell by the sloshing how 
much you've got left. Old biker trick. 


"On you jump, chap," | said, pulling my own lid over my ears. The bike creaked and shifted as my passenger settled himself, | leaned 
back slightly so that he could hear me and began what | like to think of as my pre-flight checks. The fact that this brought the 
length of my body snugly against his had nothing to do with it, | swear. 


"You been pillion before?" 
"Not for a while." 
"Right. You can put your arms around me or hang on to the rail behind you, got it?" 


He fiddled about for a moment, then settled his hands on my hips. Oh my. | was going to have to concentrate very, very hard on 
the road..| had James Hetfields thighs alongside my own, his chest pressing into my back, his crotch in my arse - Duchess does 


not have a long seat - and his hands on my hips. Distracting, no? 
“Comfy? 

"m ok" 

"Good, Now remember, whatever happens - sit the fuck still” 


A muffled laugh, so | assumed he'd got the point. Well, | thought as | kicked my girl into life - the electric boot doesn't work 
either, so it's kickstart all the way - you might just be in for a bit of a surprise, my lad. 


You see, an awful lot of the roads in the States are pretty straight. The bends you do get are nice long sweeping ones, or slow, 
in-town bends. I've hung out with American bikers before, and they often go into hysterics at our twisty little lanes, once they 
get over the shock they have a rare old time but the trick is stopping them putting themselves through the hedge first. Or in 
the ditch. Whatever. 


| rolled down the driveway, paused at the gate to flick my lights on and check both ways..lifesaver, that last look before moving.. 


and we were off. 


James, having his own bike, was expecting the kick from the engine and the forward thrust. What he wasn't expecting, | suspect, 
was the accelerating flick-flack of the double ‘S' bends out of the village, up to the national speed limit, over the brow of the hill 


and a smooth, fast right hander toward the main road.. 
| heard a noise that, | strongly suspect, was something like "YEEEEEEEEAAAAAAAAAAARGHTHI!!" coming from behind me. 


Hands gripped my waist, thighs grabbed my own and a torrent of - thankfully muted - abuse made itself heard through the wind 
noise. | grinned under my lid; hell, | wasn’t even trying. If | was | would have dumped him off the back after the first bend, 


because despite my stern admonition he was sliding around all over the place. 


Duchess might be a bit of a wreck, but by ‘eck she's a quick one; before James could even think of nutting the back of my head 
or swiftly sucker-punching me in the kidneys - both very useful ways of demonstrating your displeasure at the style of riding 
being demonstrated when you're a pillion - we were smoothly sweeping into the hotel carpark. | stopped my old girl neatly in a 


parking space, braced my feet and looked coyly over my shoulder, patting James in a very familiar fashion on the thigh. 
"Alright?" 


He put his feet down carefully, and more or less slid from the back of my bike and bent from the waist, struggling to pull the 


helmet off even as he cursed and wobbled around. | carefully removed my own, stowed it in my tank bag and sat back to watch 


the show; he finally succeeded in pulling off gloves and lid, then slapped me on the arm. 
Hord. 

"What was that for?" 

"You always ride like that?” 

| kept my face as straight as possible. "Nope. Usually | go faster" 


He stared at me in disbelief, then snorted and shook his head. Hey, no skin off my nose if he didn't believe me; one day he might 


hire a bike and then we'd see, wouldn't we? 


He stood for a while, getting his breath back and I'll be honest - | just sat back and enjoyed the view. Eventually he gave himself a 
sort of shake and looked at his watch. 


"Hey, its early yet. You want to get a coffee or something?" 


| opened my mouth to reply but something in my expression must have warned him; he raised his hands to me and gave another 


one of those sweet smiles. 

"Look, it's just coffee. Or tea. Its not shorthand for ‘let's fuck’, ok?" 

| laughed, and swung my leg over the saddle. "In that case, mate, I'm all yours." 
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It didn't take long before we were comfortably ensconced in his suite, me curled up in the corner of his elegant leather sofa 
complete with mug of tea and he sprawled in an armchair. And we were, as strange as this may sound, talking like old friends. Just 
shooting the breeze, swapping tales from our pasts - nothing too intense, just things to make each other laugh - and getting to 


know each other. 


The conversation slowed, and | watched him over the rim of my mug for a moment before dropping my gaze to where my hands 


nervously turned it around and around, apparently deeply fascinated by the patterns of light on the glossy, expensive glaze. 
"You were serious the other night, weren't you?" 

He paused before answering. "About what?" 

"You really did just want to get to know me, didn't you?" 

He laughed softly, a surprisingly gentle sound. "ld just spent a very enlightening evening watching you strut your stuff all over 
that tiny stage. I've seen some chicks singing before, but you just walked out there like you owned the place. yeah. | wanted to 


know what made you tick. Do you blame me?" 


| looked up at him, not wanting to ask the question - or rather, not wanting to hear the answer - but unable to stop myself. "And 


if I'd been a bloke? Would you still have wanted to know?" 


He tipped his head on one side, narrowed his eyes slightly. "Probably not. But what's the point in worrying about it? You are what 


you are. You're a chick. I'm a guy. I'm more interested in chicks than | am in guys." 


He shrugged, leaning back in the chair and closing his eyes. 
"We are what we are," he murmured, seemingly close to sleep. 


| unfolded from the sofa, put my mug on the table, stood up and felt awkward. James watched from under hooded eyelids, half 


smile on his face. 

"| should go. You look tired," | said. 

"Ah, just jet lag. You think | would be used to it by now." 

| chuckled, eyeing the semi supine form appreciatively then turning away when he sat forward, rubbing his hands over his face. 
"Well, I'll see you at -" 

"Don't go." 


The voice that interrupted me was soft, caressing; it held me in my place as firmly as if my boots had just been nailed to the 
carpet. The rational part of my mind, the bit that does all the sensible stuff, was hollering somewhere at the back of my head 
that | should leave, go, and right now; instead | just stood very, very still, like a rabbit in the headlights of a truck. | watched as 


James rose, eyes still sleepy-seductive, and closed the distance between us. 
Bad idea, Taz. Don't just stand there, do something! 


| tilted my head up as he approached, and let him slide one hand around my waist and pull me in to him while the other hand lifted 
to stroke my hair. 


Oh my. Oh my oh my oh my... 


He lowered his face to mine, making a kind of rumbling noise under his breath, not quite a groan and not quite a purr, it was 
possibly the sexiest thing I'd ever heard in my life. He was being gentle, nuzzling my face before carefully, slowly kissing me with 
little butterfly touches around my mouth before lightly touching his lips to mine, deepening the contact into the most intense kiss 
| think I've ever had. | could feel the warmth of his breath, smell his aftershave, a tang of the wild outdoors we'd ridden through 
and a slight taste of cigar smoke..sheer, wild, male. Coming on to me oh, so strong; a single kiss, and my nerve endings were singing 


the 1812 Overture and | would most certainly need clean knickers when | got home. 
| was in heaven. No, wait, hell..oh dear. One or tother, anyway. 


| couldn't help myself. Jesus, what woman could? l'm not sure if I'd been expecting a pounce, a polite invitation, an order to the 
bedroom or other caveman type behaviour; anyway, | sure as hell hadn't anticipated this skilled, measured seduction. Because oh 
my but that man can kiss..and I'll tell you now that those hands aren't just talented on a guitar. He's got just the right balance of 
steady pressure and light caresses, knows how and where to stroke to send anything resembling good judgement straight out the 


window. 

| nudged him back with my face, making the most of this brief contact, then | took a deep, steadying breath and stepped away. To 
his credit he didn't try and stop me; he just kept one hand at my cheek and the other at my waist, ready to bring me back in to 
his body when | gave in. 


Sorry Het, not gonna happen I've got too much history and have been through too much pain to simply give in for a rights roll in 


the hay, no matter how good a tumble it promised to be. 

| looked him straight in the eye. "No" 

ee 

E 

He sighed, and looked at me through his eyelashes with an impishly wicked expression. "Please?" 

Oh shit, that's not fair. Fine, if he was going to play dirty then so could I. 

"What would Fran think?" 

Bullseye. His head shot up and his eyes widened; he clearly hadr't been expecting that. Yes, low blow, but he knew how | felt and 
still made a move. That, to my mind, made him fair game..and | never fight rice. Stil, if nothing else | needed to stay on his good 


side so before he could give voice to that hurt expression | spoke again. 


"Look, I'm going to go home. We start working again tomorrow, and the next gig is on Thursday; you've got my number, so call me. 


Okay? But right now this would be a very, very bad idea. Trust me." 


He nodded slowly, still looking a little aggrieved. | stepped in, and kissed him lightly on the cheek. "It's not that | don't want to," | said 
quietly, "I just don't think it would be a good idea. Do you see?" 


He flung his hands up and huffed out a great gust of a sigh. "Yeah, | do. You ride safe, y'hear?" 
| nodded, scooped up my tank bag and grinned. "I will. After all, | won't have a great lump of a pillion sliding around the place will 1?" 


He flipped me the finger, and | left the room with a hoot of laughter. He was going to be here for a while, so | figured I'd leave 
the lid and whatnot with him, after all, you never knew when | might get the chance to take him for another ride... 


| left the hotel at an amble, managing to conceal the fact that the cocky swagger was, in fact, an all out retreat; my forces were 
routed, and my generals confused Nodding at the receptionist - who regarded my tatty biking gear with disdain - | strolled to 
where I'd left the bike, straddled Duchess with a movement smoothed by years of practice, and leaned my head back to watch 
the moon playing tag with the scudding clouds. Perhaps | ought to stop off at Harry's on the way home. 

Yeah. 

| kicked the bike into life, and roared off into the darkness. 


w% 


Ten 


Author's Notes: 
Been a while, hasn't it? | don't know who's been sending out good vibes, but I'm very grateful..enjoy! 


| wasn't home all that late, but | still slept in on Monday morning. Ronnie woke me, bringing a mug of tea in to me as she left for 


work. 
"How'd it go yesterday? | assume it wasn't too bad, because | didn't hear you break anything when you came in last night...” 


| made a kind of snorting noise, hauled myself more or less into a sitting position and slurped gratefully from the mug. "Yeah, it 


was alright. Simon got pissed. | went back to James’ hotel room." 

Ronnie's eyes widened. "You did what?" 

| shrugged, closed my eyes again as | took another sip. "Nothing happened. We talked a lot, that's all." 

| decided not to say anything about James’ invitation, or the fact that he was a hell of a kisser; all that would do was complicate 
an already intricately baffling situation. Not to mention the fact that it would leave me open to a very long lecture about The 
Evils Of Boffing Married Men, and the one about | Thought You Had Principles? Gah. Ronnie could put a spin on her words so that 
you could just hear the bloody capitals; if she was really pissed at me she underlined them, too. 

Both had been wheeled out at various times in the past, and | really wasn't in the mood for a scolding. Ronnie eyed me severely, 
she looked as though she wanted to shake more information from me but | just gave her my |'m-too-damn-sleepy-to-make- 


sense look and she gave up. 


"Look, I'm going to sort out some time off work. Simon's got you lot lined up for some interviews tomorrow and | think Lee's 


working on getting some more; you're going to need someone to run interference for you." 

| blinked sleepily at her, words sloshing back and forth in my brain with not a lot of meaning attached. | am not a morning person. 
"Get up, Taz." 

| shut my eyes again 

"Get up. I'm not leaving until you're in the shower." 

She meant it, too. She always does when she uses that tone of voice. | sometimes tell her she'd be lost if she didn't have me to 

order around and look after and that what she needs is a husband and a passel of kids; she just gives me a Look and tells me to 

stop trying to change the subject: 

"That's it, up up up. Not so bad, is it? In the shower, there's a good little rock star." 


| stuck my head out of the shower cubicle and scowled. 


"What did you just call me?" 


"Nothing," she trilled, making her way to the door and grinning at me unrepentantly, "but it woke you right the fuck up, didn’t it? 


See you later." 
| growled and flipped the finger at my now closed bedroom door. With friends like that, who needs enemies? 
whe 


By the time the rest of the band arrived | was at work in the garage-cum-studio, and | was in a bad mood. It was one of those 


mornings, you know, the ones where nothing goes right: 


Ali swanned in, immediately announced she was shy a new set of strings for her Gibson and needed some. | wasn't happy. She'd had 
a whole day off yesterday to get new strings, and what was wrong with the old set for practising? She looked at me down her 
long nose and told me in a distinctly snotty voice that she wasn't prepared to accept lowered standards even for practice sessions 


and she was surprised that | would. A professional like me. 
| ground my teeth, told her to cool her fucking jets and we'd see what time we had. 


George and Cara arrived simultaneously, George still wittering on about Saturday night's gig. Yes very nice, | said, but that's gone 
and we've got four fucking days to get tight enough to start working with an orchestra So shut up and plug in. Now. 


Cara slid behind her kit and made some show of adjusting a fiddly bit under a cymbal. When my harsh little eye found her she 


just smiled back at me beatifically, one grumpy, one cowed, one a grinning fucking maniac and me. What a bloody life. 


Amanda - apparently staying at my house, although this was news to me - stuck her head around the door and asked politely if 
we needed anything. Alison promptly jumped her and gave her a long list of stuff she needed, strings and what have you. Hugely 
technical guitarist-type-stuff, I'd managed without it for years but apparently it was all essential. George put in an order for 
bacon sandwiches, as she'd missed breakfast; Cara eyed me carefully, standing with arms folded glaring at the chaos that was 
supposed to be my band, and suggested a list of very very large coffees from Starbucks. 


Amanda checked that the strings and whatnot - she appeared to understand the girl even if | didn't - could go on my account at 


Harry's until Lee could organise Simon to pay for them, rolled her eyes at Cara and was gone. 
"Would anybody mind if we got started?" 


Cara grinned again and told the girls that | was impossible before lunch; mornings, she explained, keeping one eye on me and 


watching for an explosion, were only my thing if | was seeing them in from the arse end. 
| strummed a chord or two and held my tongue. 


We'd barely begun to get some sort of rhythm started and settle in to some serious work when Amanda returned, passed out 
the biggest cups of coffee you've ever seen in your life, gave George her bacon sandwiches and Ali her new strings as well as a 


mysterious bag of..bits. My fledgling group disbanded to do their own thing, leaving me poised and alone in the middle of the studio. 


| removed my guitar, smiled at my band and went out into the garden to make a spirited attempt to smoke myself to death 


before | killed someone else. 


| sat on the plastic chair and blew smoke rings, watched the cat chasing leaves in arthritic sort of a way and tried really hard to 
remember everything the shrinks had said to me about tempers, and the losing thereof; | seemed to recall that they had advised 
that hitting people until they broke was a very, very bad way to deal with any situation. | wasn't so sure, but held myself as still 
as possible and thought and smoked, then smoked and thought, drank some coffee and did it all over again. 


"Hard at work?" said a voice from the door. | puffed another smoke ring, shoved the demons back in their cages back where they 


belonged, and turned with a smile to greet the visitor. 
"Well now," | answered, sounding a lot more cheerful than | felt, "I would be but you know how it is.” 


James grinned at me. "Yeah, | know. That chick from the other band said I'd find you out here, but | figured | wouldn't need the 
bat." 


"Bat?" 
"Baseball bat" 

"She's so dead 

He laughed, an easy, relaxed sound and | felt something begin to unwind inside me. 


"And to what do | owe the pleasure?" | asked, trying to keep the sarcasm from my voice. He was innocent; he hadn't pissed me off 


today, so it was unfair to include him in Taz‘ I'm-pissed-with-the-world attitude. Well. So far. 

"You mind if | sit in on this session?" 

| huffed, lit another cigarette. 

"Those things'll kill ya, you know," he said, a very faint note of disapproval in his voice, "and they're bad for the vocal chords." 

"Fuck off," | grinned evilly through a cloud of smoke and he shrugged. No skin off his nose, | supposed. "| don't mind, but | don't 
know about the others; Cara's an old trooper like me - nothing fazes that woman - and Ali sees this whole thing as a technical 
exercise anyway. But George...” 

"The bassist, right?" 

"Yeah. She might be a bit unsettled She's very young. She might not have the -" 


"Professionalism?" 


"Yeah." | stubbed the butt out, avoided his eye. | felt like a traitor, but it was the truth - as | saw it. Turned out he saw it 
differently. 


"Well, what you said Saturday right wasn't very professional, was if?" 

Ouch. | was rather hoping he'd forgotten about that: 

"Fine, whatever. But if she turns into a pile of mush don't say | didn't warn you" 

"She did alright on stage." 

She did, yes. But there's a big difference between the headrush of having people yelling for you, singing along and really grooving 


and the sheer grind of the studio. Whether you're practising or recording, that single minded focus can be a bugger to pin down 


when all you have is four walls, equipment and your band mates. 


"Come on then," | said, and began to lead the way. We chatted, he asking about various bits and pieces of memorabilia | had on my 
walls, art prints and even the odd painting and sculpture of my own that I'd decided not to part with; he didn't seem surprised 
that | had other projects. 


"You write, too?" 


"Yeah," | chuckled, "this and that. Reviews, the very occasional discussion piece. | don't tend to do interviews these days - my 
temper has a bit of a tendency to get in the way." 


"No?" he said, mock shocked. | snorted at him and opened the door to the garage cum studio. 


The girls all waved hello, and George blushed a bit. Amanda was in my usual perch on top of a bass cabinet, and hopped off when 


we arrived. 


"Taz, Ronnie's just called She says she's finishing early today and has the rest of the week off; she's going to talk to Simon and 


sort out an interview schedule." 
| groaned, James and Cara laughed and the two newbies looked puzzled. 
"| thought you'd be pleased." wondered George aloud. James answered with a grin 


"Kid, once you've done a few interviews you'll figure why they're such a pain in the ass. Nothin’ worse than being on a roll in the 


studio and having to go smile at some reporter." 
"Yeah," agreed Cara, "but the beauty of it is they'll probably want to talk to Taz and leave the rest of us alone.” 


"No you don't," | growled, "if you think you're getting out of it you've got another think coming, my girl. That goes for the lot of 
you." 


Moans and groans, but George seemed pleased. Ah, the enthusiasm of youth.. 


We cracked on once more and for a while everything went well. And then, well. really don't know how to describe it. Songs we'd 
played to the point we should be applying a final polish began to fall apart. The simplest riffs seemed beyond us, and Ali's solos 
were worse than horrible. Eventually even Cara threw her sticks across the open space and released a string of curses that 
would have made a fishwife proud; me, | was just doing a slow burn in the corner. They were making me look stupid, intentionally 


or no, and | was having none of it. 


James had vanished a little while earlier, in order (| assumed) to lessen the pressure on us; it hadn't worked. In fact, his quiet 
disappearance may well have made things worse, as | was beginning to flutter now. What if it all fell down? Christ, how stupid was 


| to have taken this bloody project on in the first place? Untried musicians, not enough time, not enough anything 
Fuck! 


| hit a sour chord on my guitar and cursed again. "Right. We'll do something easy. ‘Whiskey’, from the top. Cara, when you're 
ready" 


She counted us in and all was fine for the first ten bars or so. Then one of Alison's spiffy new strings broke with a bang and she 
yelped, stopping to inspect the gash it had carved in her thumb. 


"Just replace it and we'll carry on" 

Ali glared, and swung the Gibson from her shoulders. 

"You know what? I've had enough of this. I'm going home." 

| braced my shoulders, instinctively puffing myself up for a fight. Mutiny, eh? Not on my fucking ship, pal. Tossing my own guitar 
back onto its stand with a protesting howl of feedback | stalked over to my guitarist, whose back was turned to me as she tried 
to stem the flow of blood from her hand. 

| grabbed her shoulder, spun her round and got in her face with a snarl; no mean feat, as she was a few inches taller than me 
and cowed not one bit. Still, I'd been a mean bastard for years and she was only just starting out, so she could drop all this 
artistic temperament shit with me. 

"Don't you fucking turn your back on me. Put some tape on it and we'll carry on..now." 

She looked down her nose at me and narrowed her eyes. Cool customer, I'll give her that. 

"No." 

"Don't you fucking defy me, kid -" 


George's eyes flicked to the side and widened slightly; there was no way | was falling for that old trick. 


Ali sneered. "You think you're so special, don't you? You're nothing but a washed up old failure, living on your memories. You're 


nothing" 


That was it. She'd pushed the magic button. The red mist was descending, and from the tension in my face | knew I'd bared my 
teeth at her. The twanging in my shoulder indicated the lifting of a fist - 


But when | threw the punch it didn't connect with a killer cheekbone as expected. Oh no. It hit the palm of a certain gentleman 
visiting from the Colonies with a resounding smack; James closed his fist over mine and spun me around, giving me a hard shove 
before he let me go to stumble backwards a few paces. 

"That's it ladies, | suggest we clear out" 

| heard Cara's urgent instruction clear as a bell, but couldn't shout no; my gaze was locked with one as implacable as my own, and 
its owner wasn't going to get out of my way to let me give my guitarist the kicking she so royally deserved. | growled at him, and 
he growled back; the door to the garage banged shut behind George as the three women hastily vacated the area and | bared my 
teeth again. | was really fucking angry now. 

"Fine. You've undermined my fucking authority and let the little cow get away with her attitude; happy now?" 


"She's just a kid, Taz" 


There was a warning in his eyes but | was too stupid, as ever, to heed it. He shifted his shoulders, still barring my way with his 
body; we were like two cats, posturing at each other in an attempt to get one another to back down 


It wasn't going to happen. He was in my territory now. 


"Get out the fucking way, James.” 

He didn't move, just got - if anything - bigger. 

"Fine," | said under my breath, and feinted with my right hand. As expected, he blocked it beautifully but forgot the first rule of 
Fisticuffs With Girls; they fight dirty. So while his attention was momentarily on the wrong hand | clocked him with my left, and 
while he was still having a problem with that | lashed out with my left foot and cought him right in the midsection Well, | would 
have done, if he hadn't moved faster than a snake and flipped me by grabbing the back of my knee and dragging me down. He 


flung himself across me as | tried to bounce up and kill him; he blocked my blows, ignored my yowling and concentrated on just 


holding me down until the red mist passed. 
| swore and twisted, snarled and bit but couldn't get free. 


"No!" he yelped, pinning down a flailing arm with his elbow, "you are not going to kick the shit out of a kid because you're angry. 


You're nof, | say." 

"Why not?" | howled, incandescent with rage. 

He held me still, waited until | finally quit struggling and lay still, fighting for breath. Bastards heavy, I'll have you know. 
"Because you'll regret it," he said quietly. 

"Oh yeah?" 

"Yeah." 

"The fuck do you know, you fucking prick?" 

"Because," he said, rolling his weight off me but hanging on to my wrists and eyeing my boots warily, "I do." 

That stopped me. So all the shit I'd heard around the place was true, then? He really did used to beat the shit out of Jason? 


"And you have no idea," he continued, now looking me in the eye, "how bad it hurts when you realise what you've done. You've 


made a lot of mistakes, Taz..don't make this one." 


He stood up and stepped away from me, leaving me sprawled on the floor feeling stunned in more ways than one. Jesus, this was 


really hurting him. Nice one Taz. You really have fucked up this time. 

He held out a hand, and | took it with a certain amount of reluctance. | know what you're thinking; you think he pulled me up and 
into his body and we had a long, romantic clinch, aren't you? I'll confess, a certain area of my body was expecting the exact same 
thing and I'll tell you, married or not! would have done him right there. 

But he pulled me up, touched my cheek gently and shook his head. 

"For such a smart chick," he said quietly, shaking his head, "you sure can be stupid sometimes. Do yourself a favour. Chill out" 
And he walked out. | just stood there, stunned, until | heard the sound of a car pulling away; then it hit me. Everything I'd done 


since that goddamn string had broken, every nuance, every difficulty it was going to cause me in the future just hit me like a 


sandbag around the back of the head. 


I'd finally been given a chance - and fucked it up because | couldn't keep my temper. 


| sat down on the cold concrete floor with a bump, and stared at the door for a moment. Nope, no last minute reprieve. They'd all 


gone, and | was going to have to deal with the consequences of my actions alone, as ever. 
| put my head in my hands, and | cried. 


~ es 


Eleven 


Author's Notes: 
Blimey, this is just rocking along, isn't it? Make the most of it, kids.. 


It was, as ever, Ronnie who found me. Yeah, a guardian angel she most certainly is - one | don’t, on the whole, deserve. 


She put a mug of tea on the floor in front of her, a box of tissues and a packet of biscuits. | looked up and sniffed, hawking back 
snot and taking a tissue with a strangled laugh. 


"Blow," she said solemnly, and | did. It's good to have friends. 
| cleaned my eyes up and mirrored her cross legged position, dunking a biscuit in my tea before sighing heavily. What a fucking life. 


"You want to talk about it?" she asked gently. And | never even tensed up, | just relaxed and let it all flow; | told her everything. 
She was already pretty au fait with my undoubtedly dodgy past, but | spilled my guts about everything else. My anxieties and 
fears, hopes and dreams; James, Hairy Harry, the loneliness and the desolation, the worry that at the ripe old age of thirty five 
when most women were really finding themselves | was afraid that | was finished. All washed up. Nothing left but a shell of 


bitterness that didn't have anything left to give.. 


| cried a lot more, and it says something for my mood that | didn't even mind. Normally I'd crawl naked over broken glass before 
I'd shed a tear in front of anybody, but | guess at that moment in time | didn't have any fight left; just a heap of broken dreams 


and bad decisions, | was. 


| hadn't heard the door bang, but there was suddenly a warm presence at my side and a fresh mug of tea in front of me. It's 
true, the English really do live on the stuff; and in times of crisis for fuck's sake put the kettle on and we'll have a brew. George, 
for all her youth and inexperience, clearly had that idea down pat. God only knows where she learnt that lesson, but for the fact 


that she had | was damn thankful. 
"Hey kid,” | said wearily. "So how much did you hear?" 


George smiled, and it amazed me how her pixie face lit up when she did so. Amazing kid, really; the India rubber girl. She just kept 


bouncing back. 


"Enough," she said with a shrug, and leaned into my side, putting an arm around my shoulder and hugging me. Again, an action like 
that would normally have earnt a growl at best; this time | just sighed and put my head on her shoulder and accepted the 
comforting hug in the spirit in which it was given. Man, | was just breaking all sorts of taboos tonight. 


Before | knew it I'd been shuffled out of the chilly studio and we were comfortably ensconced in my living room, most of the Lady 
Maiden girls and brace of newbies; somebody opened a bottle of wine then somebody ordered a curry and..well, by the time | 
staggered off to bed | was feeling much cheered. And pretty pissed, up not off, several more bottles of rather good wine had 
been opened over the course of the evening and consumed in fine style. My face ached from laughing, because we'd been telling 
tales of the road; and get a bunch of women together and they'll tell the most frighteningly off-colour stories you can imagine. 
No holds barred, indeed, and it would frighten the life out of most men to hear them. It sure as hell opened George and Ali's eyes 
to the reality of life in the business, that's for sure. 


But the doubts lingered..no matter how nice everyone was being, I'd fucked up bigstyle this afternoon, would | be able to carry the 


project off? Or would my automatic self-destruct button ruin everything for all of us? 

Think about it in the morning, Taz. 

| crawled into bed with a sigh, and fell into an uneasy sleep. 

whe 

Anyway, the hangover wasn't too severe the following morning. Thank Christ no-one had suggested beer or spirits, or (even 
worse) cocktails; mixing the grape and the grain is guaranteed to give one the headache from hell, never mind the bad guts that 
accompany it. But | digress. 


| stumbled down to the studio with a yawn, ever present mug of tea clutched in my fist, and got the shock of my life. 


The first person | saw was JC, and that was a surprise in itself - I'd assumed she and ‘Arry were holed up in their hotel for the 


duration, or at least until he had to sneak back to his missus; but no, here she was, and right behind her was - 
"Morning Taz." 
Good grief. 


"Morning Harry," | said, blinking rather stupidly in the harshness of the strip lights. Well now, here was a turn up for the books. 


Another God of Metal in mine own humble abode. Two in two days, no less. 

Amanda stepped up to the plate, Cara but a breath behind her, and both looked serious. 

"Taz, we were talking yesterday... 

Uh oh. 

"and we thought that it might be easier if someone else were in charge for the practice sessions” 

Oh yes? | began a slow burn, and Amanda caught it straight away and hurried to clarify the situation 

"Like a producer, sort of thing? Someone else you can focus on when things are getting a bit shitty. Save you some of the worry: 
| deflated slowly and thought about it. Fuck, who am | trying to kid; it was too damn early for me. Okay then. 

"Who?" 


Stupid question. Harry stepped up with a grin, flicking some of that glorious hair back over his shoulder. Bastard. No-one should 
look that good first thing in the morning, especially a bloody bloke. 


"Me. You think you can handle it?" 
| cocked an eyebrow. That's fighting talk that is, Mister Iron Maiden; you challenge me on my own turf? 
Well, yeah, of course he did. It took me a while to work out just how completely I'd been manipulated; it wasn't until | argued for a 


break for lunch because Ali's hand was bleeding again and George had taken to playing her parts whilst flat on her back with her 
eyes shut that | figured out what he was up to. By being the big bad producer and pushing us harder than we'd ever been pushed 


before he was welding us into a coherent unit; giving us a common enemy, if you will. We were far too busy fighting him to even 
consider squabbling amongst ourselves; the fact that he was also pushing, pulling and bullying a really rather marvellous sound out 
of us hadn't gone umoticed either. 

Clever bastard. 

But when we staggered back into the main house for our hard earned break | pulled up in absolute disbelief. Somehow my living 
room had been turned into another recording studio; Ronnie was having a muttered argument with some chap or other with a set 
of cans slung around his neck and a harassed expression, and the rest of the Maidens were fussing around the place busily. Janice 
dragged Ali off to the side to massage her hands and wrists, and Jase pounced on George to show her some stretching exercises 
she may find useful.. 

| stood in the middle of the chaos, feeling rather bemused. Talk about falling down a rabbithole. 


Ronnie swung and spotted me, eyes lighting up wickedly. "Ah, Taz! | was just wondering -" 


Not a chance. | turned smartly on my heel, marched out to the garden, planted my arse in the familiar cold plastic of the chair 


and sparked up; | needed stimulants before | went back in there. Coke would have been better but for the moment nicotine and - 
A large white mug was plonked down on the table, adding yet another tannin stain to the surface. Steaming hot and tempting me 

with its sweet smell, | had rarely appreciated a mug of tea quite as much as | appreciated that one; | sighed happily, then grinned 
up at my benefactor. 

"Jase, have | told you today that | love you?" 

She laughed and sat opposite me, hazel eyes alight with amusement. "So. Is Arry driving you all berserk yet?" 

"You have absolutely no idea, mate," | said in a long breath, huffing on my tea then slurping at it noisily. "Perfect. Thanks’ 

We sat there for a while in silence, her watching me with a strange smile and sad eyes. Not like her at all 

"What?" | asked finally. 


"Oh, nothing. So..you going to sleep with Hetfield or what?" 


| blinked at her, startled Not a question I'd been expecting, especially from her; she was becoming almost as notorious as her 


lover for closed-mouthedness about their relationship. 

"Jane Charlotte Taylor, are you on drugs? | ask merely for information." 

Jase rolled her eyes. "No. But if you wanted to talk about it...” 

It suddenly occurred to me that she might be lonely. After all, I'd heard it from her band members that they all disapproved, as 
did his band; so who did that leave to discuss the relationship with? I'd always got on very well with Jase, we'd even been in a 
band together a long old time ago..but until now we'd never really had that much in common. Am | making sense? | mean, we were 
women in a man's world yes, and we had our music but on the whole we were very, very different people. She's a cheerful little 


soul, and is one of life's good guys. 


lam not. 


"Nothing to talk about yet," | replied, a little more softly than usual, "and after yesterday's performance there may never be. Oh 


well." 

“That's not what | heard," she answered, just as quiet. 

What? Ah. So the boys had been talking, had they? Funnily enough it didn't annoy me as much as | thought it should have done; | 
was peculiarly pleased, actually. It's pretty cool when your heroes know your name; when they discuss you it's even cooler. In a 
weird kind of a panting-squealy-fangir| kind of a way. 


Oh all right, so that's an unnecessarily girly statement. Even | have girly moments - bite me. 


| tapped my fingers on the table, took another slurp of tea and regarded her carefully. | thought hard about my words, and put 
them together carefully, | know, | know, something of a first for me. 


"Tell me," | said slowly, tasting the shape of the words and shoving down the urge to hit myself in the head with something heavy, 
"what's it like being..you know?" 


So | bottled it. So fucking what? 
She smiled at me, and all of a sudden her eyes were watching a scene somewhere else entirely. 


"We don't get much time together," she sighed, "but when we are..Taz, it's amazing. He treats me like I'm something special, 


something fine and rare. We don't know how long itll last, but while it does." 

She sighed, and | reached across the table and took her hand, oddly touched. "You are special, mate. But -* 

"| know. Why doesn't he leave his wife and kids?" 

| shrugged 

"Because he can't He loves her too." 

Honest, anyway. 

"Taz, you've denied yourself so much for so long. Take a chance, girl; when did you last go out on a limb, emotionally 
| shrugged again. Painful subject, please leave it alone. 

"Thought so. 


| was saved from having to continue this peculiarly one-sided conversation by Ronnie sticking her head out of the back door and 


hollering my name. Apparently | was needed for an interview, like five minutes ago so would | please get my arse indoors now? 
| stood up and shook my head at Jase. 

"| dunno, girl. I'll see how it goes." 

She bounced to her feet and nudged me with her shoulder, grinning. "Do. You never know, you might even enjoy yourself” 


"That," | said as we made our way into my bizarrely changed living room, "is not what l'm afraid of." 


whe 
A couple of hours of interviews, Jesus. Lee had been right; the amount of interest in this stupid project was phenomenal and | 
talked to VHI, a couple of magazines and fuck knows what all else. Apparently Bruce was coming down tomorrow to record a 
segment for his rock show..well now, that should be fun, what? 

| slouched back down to the studio a little wild eyed to discover Ali being very chuffed about her interview for Guitarist magazine 
and George - bless her - being a bit spooked by being interviewed for Bass Player. No-one had ever wanted to interview her 


before, and she was finding the whole experience a little..surprising. 


"He looked at me," she said to a sympathetic, if rather amused Harry, "like he wanted to bloody eat mel I've heard about being 


undressed by someone's eyes but I've never seen it before.” 
"Are you ok?" he asked. 
"Yeah. But it wasn't very nice." 


He chuckled, then got us all back to work. By the time we'd finished and he finally buggered off with Jase | felt like a wet rag, and 


| wasn't alone; barely a word passed between us all except to confirm the time we were getting together in the morning. 


| collapsed on the sofa in my now restored living room with Amanda, Cara and Ronnie. The rest of the Maidens were off out; | just 


hoped they didn't want to party when they got back, because | was - not to put too fine a point on it - knackered. 
"Incidentally," said Ronnie, in a tone of voice that really should have warned me, "James rang earlier." 


| titted my head on the back of the sofa and looked down my nose at her. | didn't even have the energy to reply, not even a flip of 
the finger, so | just looked. 


"He wanted to know if you'd come for dinner.” 
| groaned, and closed my eyes. No, no chance, too damn tired..talk to me in a week. 
"So | said you were going to be too tired for the whole wine and roses thing." 


| cracked an eye open and glared suspiciously. She was sounding entirely too happy with herself, and | swore | could hear Amanda 


and Cara grinning like idiots. Gotta be another shoe, then. 


"He agreed, and thus it's pizza in his suite in about an hour. Which just gives you time to get your sweaty butt showered and get 
in the taxi he's sending for you, doesn't it?" 


| sat up and opened my mouth to protest, then thought about the conversation I'd had with Jase at lunchtime. What, rationally 
speaking, did | have to lose? Self respect? Not if things were on my terms, surely.. 


| wagged a finger, then shrugged. Ronnie looked startled; | think she was expecting a fight but | was too busy arguing with myself 


to spare words for her. 


"Okay, fine," | replied rather meekly, and trotted up the stairs to select blindingly sexy underwear that | could hide under jeans and 


a big shirt. Oh, | so wasn't going unarmed.. 


James Hetfield, here | come. 


~ 


Twelve 
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Well, | strolled along the dimly lit corridor of the hotel and yawned, wondering what the hell | was doing there. Not that it was the 
first time I'd gone waltzing along to someone's hotel room in order, primarily, to have sex; the difference being that first, | wasn't 


on the road (which is an excuse for an awful lot of very bad behaviour) and second, | wasn't getting paid for it this time. 


Shove that last thought right back behind its walls. That was a long time ago, and | was now a different person. A very different 


person. Not panting after my next fix, for one. 


| reached the door and mentally shook myself by the scruff of the neck. Be brave, girl! See how it goes. He's still a married man 
and you still have your principles, battered and worn as they may be. You never know, you might just..er..eat and go home with a 


handshake. Oh yes, of course. Or fall asleep on him, which is a far more likely scenario, all things considered. 
| knocked, leaned on the doorframe and drifted my eyelids down. So tired.. 


"Hey," said a voice, and | opened my eyes again to see James tilting his head to one side to bring his eyes level with my own, a 


rather goofy smile on his face. 


I'd intended to stay cool, but | could feel my cheeks crinkle in a shy smile. Dammit, Taz! Get a fucking grip. Why don't you just 


paint ‘expendable fangirl across your forehead? 


| pushed down the yammering voices and stepped into the suite to be met by a series of delicious aromas; within a shorter time 
than it takes to tell | was curled in the comfortable leather sofa beer in one hand and slice of pizza in the other, laughing at some 
of James’ stories. Once he'd found that nothing grossed me out - even while eating - and that | had no problem with his hunting 
habit (most girls went ‘ew’, apparently) he began to try and make me spit my food and beer across the room with outrageous 
anecdotes. I'm pretty unshockable, but he did make me giggle a couple of times and almost send beer up my nose - but not quite. 
Of course, it didn't help that he was on the other end of the sofa, close enough for me to smell his aftershave and appreciate the 
blue intensity of his eyes - all to make it easier to share the food, of course. 


Yeah, right. | felt like a teenager again, flirting with a first boyfriend while my parents were out; huge fun 


It didn't take long for me to fill up, and sprawl out on the sofa comfortably draped across him, bare feet propped on the arm I'd 
so recently had my back against and beer within easy reach on the table. 


The conversation lulled, and | stretched out an arm lazily and smudged a trail in the condensation forming on the chill green glass 


of the bottle with the tip of my forefinger. 
"This doesn't bother you?" | asked him quietly. 
He paused, and | could feel him mentally shuffling through the list of things | could be talking about. 


"This," | added helpfully, nudging the beer bottle a little so that the scrape of its thick base across the polished expanse of the 


coffee table drew attention to its existence. 


"Ah," he said, more an exhalation than a fully formed word, more than a tinge of relief in the sound. "No. H's not like you're 


blasting through them, is it? Just a beer. I'm not afraid of it” 

Interesting. Who mentioned fear? Not me, squire. 

"James." | sighed, closing my eyes. | left them that way, wondering what was going to happen next; | didn't have long to wait. 

A hand began to caress my cheek gently, travelling from brow to cheek to chin, around and turn and up then down once more. It 
felt nice - hell, who am | trying to kid; it felt wonderful. Sometimes a gentle stroke is more erotic than a roomful of Chippendales. 


Sometimes. 


| kept my eyes closed and smiled. | really didn't want to see his face when | spoke; | just hoped that we could set some ground 


rules before things became..messy. 
"You're still a married man, my friend” 
Taz has served, ball in your court, awaiting response Hetfield. 


Short pause, but the hand never stopped moving; in fact, the thumb began to glide across my cheekbone whenever the rest of 
the hand was passing that way. Nice. 


"| know..but you're something really special you know?" 
*Beep*, bullshit detector activated by response. Black mark to Het. 


| chuckled. "Cut the crap." | opened my eyes and nailed him with an amused glare, watching surprise flit across his face. "Do you 


want me or not?" 
"Ah..yes?" 


| felt something in his jeans twitch under my back and grinned smugly. Well, he was definitely telling the truth, at least as his dick 


saw it, anyway. Time to lay out said ground rules. 

"Right. And you're happy to cheat on the wife?" 

He blinked and stopped stroking. Well, fuck, it can't be the first time he's been asked so bluntly can it? Or maybe it can; most 
people, I've observed over the years, prefer an impossible fantasy over the truth. Me now, | try and fantasise as little as possible; 
it only brings you pain when you face the consequences in the cold light of day. 

"Well, no..not exactly...” 

He looked confused, so | hissed through my teeth, rolled upright and turned, sitting on the coffee table and facing him. | took a 
swig from my beer, finished it; he was still looking baffled, and | tried to stomp on the little flicker of anger before it turned into 
something much, much worse. Come on James..l'm tired out of my fucking mind and | can see the writing on the bloody wall. Can't 
you? 


"You look confused," | said, giving him time. 


"L am. | thought things were OK, then you come back with this attitude." 


Excuse me? Attitude? You think thi is attitude? 

| closed my eyes again, reading my feelings from the back of my eyelids. "What, you want me to fall for you? Fall in love with 
you?" | opened them again, and gave him a wry little smile. He was looking shocked. "Not going to happen, I'm afraid. Even if | did, I'd 
never tell you." 

He licked his lips, beginning to look a little hunted. "Why?" 

"Because l'm not stupid. You think | don't know how it works? When the pressure's on your emotions do funny things; everything 
happens quicker, things it might take you months to feel suddenly take days, hours, minutes even Love at first sight is possible 
and very very real - when you're under enough pressure. And you - I'm different, right? Outside your experience." 


He shrugged. "Yeah." 


"Right. So you're interested, or your hormones are. And I'm responding to that, which you can tell without me saying anything - 
its probably pheromonal. Correct?" 


He laughed, and | ploughed on regardless. 


"But l'm not stupid enough to think that outside of this project, this pressure, that any feelings we might have will last. So even if 
| feel them | won't tell you about them and you know what?" 


"What?" 
"| can look you straight in the eye and lie to you without so much as a flicker. Never doubt it.” 


"| don't." 


"I'll screw you. Fuck you. Bang you. Hell, I'll even ‘make love' to you; I'll hang out with you and have fun. Beyond this project? Fuck 
knows, but thats an end of it. | go back to my life and you go back to the wife. End of story." 


He stared at me for a moment and then smiled like a sunrise. 
"You know something?" 


"What?" 


He took my hands and drew me toward him until | was straddling his legs, settled comfortably on his lap with our noses 


millimetres apart. 
"You talk too much," he said, and kissed me. 


Blimey O'Reilly but that man can kiss. It sent a red holt jolt right through my body, sparking from my nipples and making my 
stomach muscles twitch; | felt hot, and knew that | was getting soaking wet without him so much as laying a finger on me. Oh my 
goodness..heat on heat as his tongue stroked mine, nose nuzzled my cheek and hands gripped my hips firmly. 


He moved his mouth down, and | leaned back and let him light fires in my skin down my neck and across my collarbones. Tired? 
Me? | felt like | might just explode, suddenly disintegrate into a million million sparkles of fizzing electric scribbles across the room. 


He was..very good at this. 


He nipped at the buttons on my baggy cotton shirt, undoing them with a twitch of his lips and | had to laugh. How many guys had 
| surprised with that little trick? Plenty - but not many blokes bothered retaining the skill once they were out of their teens. 
James certainly knew a seduction trick or two, and | suddenly felt lifted and light; no more worries, no fretting, just let the body 
get on with what it knows best and save the thinking for later. 


Much, much later. 


He made an appreciative noise, and | had to chuckle; | was wearing the take-no-prisoners bra, my favourite lacy black thing that 


lifted and enhanced..and I've got a pretty good set to start with. He obviously approved, 
| couldn't wait until he worked his way lower and found the matching thong.. 


Then all thought was flung out of the window as he began to do some awfully nice things with his lips over that black lace; | 
gripped his hands tightly and leaned back, letting the sensation flow through me and grinding my hips over his very obvious 
erection Despite two layers of denim | could feel the outline clearly, the ridges and veins, the pulse and the heat of it. 


He groaned into me, and | sat forward and gripped his head, running my fingers through his hair and muttering against his scalp. 
"James. Bedroom." 


He took a deep breath and looked up, nodding as some semblance of control came back to those eyes. Yeah, | understood that look; 


| was wearing one pretty similar, | would imagine. 


| stood up, stepped back and took off the shirt. His eyes lit up at the revealed flesh, and he began to follow me; men are such 
slaves to their desires. Like a little boy tempted by chocolate he was as | stepped back again, undoing the top button of my jeans 


and cocking an eyebrow; teasing and tempting, staying one pace ahead of him | led him to the bedroom. 
Which is where he let the animal loose. 


Now, I'm no stranger to..rough trade. | won't go into details, but I've always regarded myself as pretty unshockable when it comes 
to men and sex - not, | might add, necessarily in that order; however, I'd fairly seriously misjudged James and it almost caught 


me out. 


He lowered his head, charged me like a bull and caught me around the waist, throwing me onto the bed and immediately pouncing 
on me, pinning me down with his weight and biting at my neck and breasts savagely. | yelped, fought him; no good. | wasn't getting 
through and he was a damn sight stronger and heavier than | was. Not to mention a hell of a lot more determined to have his 


wicked way with me. 


Right then. Time to tame the savage beast, although | was taking quite a risk. Violence should never be a first choice; violence 
begets violence and | don't care how emancipated you are, most men can overpower most women. Especially someone as big and 


relatively fit as this man; but | had a few nasty tricks in my repertoire that | hoped he wouldn't be expecting. 


| waited until he lifted his head to bite me on the jaw, and jerked my head forward as hard as | could. It's called a Glasgow Kiss; 
sticking the nut on, a header, whatever you want to call it the practical upshot was that he reared back, astonished, rubbing at a 
blooming red spot over one eye and blinking quickly. Before | could say anything, however, he saw the bites on my skin and 
blanched white. 


So instead of "what the fuck was that for?" the first words out of his mouth were "oh fuck Taz l'm sorry...” 


Bizarre. 


Rubbing my own forehead - that hurt! - | wriggled back on the bed then propped myself on my elbows and watched him writhe 
with self loathing for a bit. 


"James." 
He paced the room, muttering and refusing to look at me. | sighed. 
"James. Talk to me” 

Nope, he stalked off to the bathroom then back, still muttering. 
nuh 


Cursing himself, having a real good wallow. | don't, on the whole, have a great deal of patience with self-flagellants and he'd just 


about exhausted it. 

"Fucking hell, James! | roared, beginning to lose my temper. He spun and glared at me. 
"What?" 

"You want to come over here or mutter at yourself all night?" 


The haunted look was suddenly back in his eyes. "I don't want to hurt you," he murmured, then looked away. | hissed between my 
teeth, counted to ten in English then French. What can | say? He's a man, he needs the extra time. 


"Excuse me? Who has the bruise over their eye right now?" 

Well, | was getting one on my forehead but never mind that. 

He blinked at me, gave me a hangdog look. Jesus but he looked miserable; | guessed that since rehab he probably hadn't had to 
cope with this sort of situation without alcohol as a handy backup, and he was feeling more than a little lost. Well, we've all got to 
figure it out eventually, mate; | guess it's all normally part of growing up, but | suppose some of us just have to face it a litte 


later than others. 


| patted the bed next to me. "James, l'm a big girl. And | can look after myself. You're not going to scare me, or hurt me; you're 


not, in fact, going to do anything | don't want you to." 
He approached me slowly, sat down on the bed and took my hand gently. "You can't stop me." 


"The hell | can't. | can tie you up in knots if | have to, sunshine. Trust me; you're not so fucking tough." And | gave him an 


outrageous wink, relying on the sense of humour | knew was still lurking just below the surface. 
He began to laugh, then groaned as he leaned in and kissed me again. Kablammo! Yup, still a corking kisser. 


| began to fumble with his jeans and he with mine; | can tell you that he certainly did approve of the matching thong, although | 


still maintain that boxers are the most singularly unattractive item of men's apparel ever invented, striped ones especially so. In 


my opinion, anyway. 


Still, we were eventually disrobed and he was soon fumbling in the bedside drawer while ribbling at my stomach, not really 
watching what he was doing but managing to find what he was after anyway; long practice, | guess. | carefully took the condom 
from his fingers when he finally surfaced brandishing it, and turned the litle foil packet around and over in my fingers. Ah, but if 
| had a quid for every one of these I'd unwrapped.. 


"What's the matter?" he asked, and | sighed, pushing the memories aside and concentrating on the matter at hand 
"You clean?" | asked him. He widened his eyes 

"Well, yeah’ 

"Me too. So you still want to use this thing?" 

He looked baffled, then torn; what guy really wants to use a condom, after all? 


"But what about -" 


"| can't. Too much fast living, so to speak; no kiddiewinkies for me. But I'm clean, of that | can assure you." A miracle it may be 


after my past, but true it assuredly is. 


He still hesitated, but from the way his hand was roaming across my body his physical self had made up its mind long ago, and 
was just waiting for the brain to catch up. 


"But a" 
"Do you trust me?" 


Ah, the depths of those grey blue eyes. And the sweetness of the smile, lighting his whole face and making me grin happily in 
reply. 


"Hell yes!" 


Oh ye Gods and little fishies but it had been a long time since my body had been played like this. He danced his fingers across my 
skin, drew gasps and moans from me as easily as he would draw a power chord from his guitar. He nipped me on the shoulder as 
he filled me, and | arched up against him with a cry; spice the pleasure with a little pain and I'll be your slave forever. Or at least 


until the next orgasm. 


We rocked together, savouring the sensations until | felt the rush starting. | arched, mewled and gasped, and James began a 
powerful rhythm that had me hollering fit to wake the dead by time the white lights were exploding behind my eyelids. He's not 


too quiet at that particular moment either, so I'm sure we woke some of the rich folks in that end of the hotel. 
Eh, fuck ‘em if they can't take a joke. 


We collapsed in a sweaty heap and | couldn't resist making him groan with a few well-timed twitches of certain internal muscles, 
he was torn between gasping, groaning and giggling which is a pretty funny sight, believe me. We nuzzled and kissed, smiled and 
sighed and generally enjoyed the afterglow like a couple of teenaged lovers who have just figured out what this whole sex thing is 


all about until we were very rudely interrupted, 


The phone rang. 


We both froze, staring at it the way a bird might watch an approaching snake; | wanted to tell him not to answer it, but who 
knew who it was? If it were the missus, wouldn't she get suspicious if he didn't answer? Maybe the kids wanted to say goodnight 


to daddy? And oh yeah, believe me when | say that thought made me wince. 

He stretched out an arm, and | bit my lip nervously; he slipped out of me as he turned to answer it, and | mourned the loss of 
that most intimate of contacts even as | eased myself out from under him. If it was the bloody wife - or worse - | would be 
damned if | was going to listen to their conversation from that particular position. 

My fears, as it transpired, were groundless, after exchanging the usual hellos he snorted in amusement and told whoever it was 
to fuck off, I'd be there on time..then he hung up with a bang and rolled onto his back with a huge sigh. Obviously | hadn't been 
the only one worried 

| rolled into his side and put my head on his shoulder. 

"Who was it?" 


"Your fucking producer," he growled, the sound echoing through his chest and tickling my cheek. | chuckled sleepily, exhaustion 


already beginning to catch up with me once again. 
"Harry? What did he want?" 
"To remind you that you've got a job to do and to make sure you're on time in the morning...” 


James may have had more to say on the subject of snarky bassists who really ought to be minding their own business, but | 


have no idea. I'd given in to the demands of an exhausting day, and was already fast asleep. 


Thirteen 


Author's Notes: 

Well now, back at home for less than twenty four hours and another chapter to upload, you lucky people. Incidentally, if 
Butterscotch misses the massive hint in this one she needs stronger glasses. ;-) Enjoy! 

"Come on, sleepyhead”" 

| pulled the duvet over my head, burrowing away from the unfamiliar voice in a vain attempt to get back to sleep. 
"You gotta get up." 


That's an American voice, which may mean | didn't actually dream last night. Well fuck me. 


"Now. Come on." 
No, shan't, fuck off. 


| burrowed a little deeper, making sleepy little growls while my barely functioning brain spun wheels and tried to make sense of 
the last few days - hell, the last twenty four hours. So far | was getting as far as ‘James Hetfield’ and ‘fuck me' and stalling. | am 


not, as | may have mentioned before, a morning person. 
y g9 P 


| was beginning to put together some sort of stuttering semblance of coherence - and a grin was beginning to creep across my 
face as the memories clicked into place - when a blast of cool air hit my somnolent body; James had whipped the lovely warm 
duvet from my naked form and was standing across the room, laughing. Bastard. | rolled myself into a ball, trying to raise the 


energy to curse him out properly. 
"Get up, Taz. Now." 


"Yeah, yeah, I'm coming," | muttered, shoving my head under the pillow and trying really, really hard to go back to sleep. The room 


wasn't too cold, | was sure | could do it... 


The next thing | was aware of was a splash of icy water hitting me square in the middle of my back. | arched up, hollering blue 
murder; the first thing my finally-peeled-open eyes beheld was a grinning James Hetfield, empty water tumbler in hand. He was 
only wearing a white hotel robe, fresh from the shower; his hair stood up in short blonde spikes, the skin around the goatee was 
pink and fresh shaven, he smelled deliciously of soap and aftershave..and | wanted to bloody kill him. 


Bypassing the urge with some effort | simply stalked past him with a snarl, heading for the shower myself. He started to say 
something, but | just kicked the door shut in his face and turned the water up nice and hot; thou shalt not douse Taz with cold 
water, thou fuckhead. And | don't care who you are. Or how good you are with your dick. 


| was just beginning to relax under the stream of hot water, feel a little more human, even, when a somewhat contrite pair of 


blue eyes appeared around the shower curtain 
"Am | forgiven yet? Only you wouldn't wake up, and it was that or dump you bodily in the bath.. 


| snorted at him, giving him the evil eye. "Yeah, well. | was tired” 


The face vanished with a chuckle and | went back to letting the hot water run across my face and over my shoulders, easing the 
aching of muscles pulled and stretched by days of intense guitar work, not to mention the rather extreme workout they'd got the 
night before. | rotated my shoulders and flexed my neck, relishing the hard pounding of the water on the tenseness of tender 
flesh; | was away in a little world of my own, just enjoying my shower and relaxing into the benefits of all that steam and what 


have you. 

So you can imagine | got quite the shock when a hand traced gently down my back before slipping over my hip and down my thigh. 
| screeched and leapt, almost crashing out of the tub before recovering my balance with a thump of bare heels on enamel, 
spinning around to scowl at James who was - naturally - trying to look contrite at the other end of the bath. Trying and failing. | 
swallowed the urge to kill him for the second time that morning. 

"Sorry," he grinned, "I thought you'd like it." 

| hissed through my teeth at him then turned my back, carefully sliding half a pace in to him then rubbing myself playfully 
against him like a cat. "| do," | said, keeping my voice a low and sexy growl, wriggling a little, "but give a girl some warning, would 


you ?" 


He made a rather strangled noise in his throat - something between a chuckle and a groan - and swept his hands appreciatively 


down my flanks. 
"Sorry. So does this mean | cant wash your back?" 


| snorted with laughter then half turned to cock an eyebrow at him over my shoulder. "Who am I to deny the desires of The 
Mighty het?" 

He looked a touch startled for a moment, and | swear there was a trace of suspicion there too; | guess even when you're James 
Hetfield your confidence can take the odd knock. Still, it was gone in a flash as he caught the joke, and he pushed me away gently 
before striking a fake bodybuilders pose directly under the spray of hot water. His hair flattened immediately, hiding his eyes, and 
water streamed down his body to flow either side of his bouncing, purple headed cock that strained for attention against his belly. 
| laughed, then dissolved into hoots as he continued to strike poses and growl at me. 

Eyes glittering with good humour he put his hands on his hips, tilted his head back and stared down his nose at me, brow scowling 
but lips twitching in a desperate attempt not to join me in my laughter. He wiggled his hips seductively, waving my friend at me 
under the spray; | covered my mouth at this point, so that | didn't actually begin to hiccup with the laughter at the 


outrageousness of the circumstance. I'd heard of water sports but this was rapidly getting ridiculous... 


Anyway, a lot of men react badly to having their equipment laughed at whatever the situation, so | smothered the giggles as best 
| could. Wouldn't do to giggle at The Mighty Het now, would it? No. 


"Suck my cock, woman," he growled at me, as ferociously as possible. 

| cocked an eyebrow and snarled back - a much more ferocious noise, in my humble opinion 
"Please?" he added with a grin. 

Well, and who am | to refuse a God Of Metal? Especially one who asks so nicely. 


~ es 


| tripped cheerfully into the studio, ignoring Harry completely as he pointedly looked at his watch. Hey, there's some things you 
can't rush and a good shag is one of them. So stick that in your pipe, Mister Iron Maiden, and smoke it. 


"You're looking very cheerful this morning," grinned George at me during a brief break to catch our breath. Sergeant Major Harris 


had pissed off to take a call, leaving us to flex cramping muscles and chat for a bit. 

"L am," | replied seriously, then refused to be drawn as to why. Keep ‘em guessing, that's my motto. Well, until the urge to gossip 
becomes too strong, of course. But it was going to take a few more hours before that happened, oh yes - and | was going to 
want some pretty scandalous stuff in return, you can bet your socks on that. Nothing for nothing, right? 

Ronnie charged in, grinning all over her face. 

"Hello," sighed Ali, "that expression means trouble. Right Cara?" 


"Right." 


"Trouble? Never," snorted Ronnie, beginning to round us up like a neurotic collie after ducks, "but it's time for your first radio 


interview. You ready for this, then? All together and organised and whatnot?" 

Cara dropped her sticks and rotated her shoulders with a sigh. "All of us?" 

"Oh yeah. Come on, itll be fun" 

"Fun? By whose definition?” asked Ali, a dubious note in her voice as she carefully stowed the white Gibson, her own and stil 
favourite. We all had about four different guitars to work with these days courtesy of sponsors and what have you, but still had 
favourites. 


"And have you cleared it with Mister You're-Not-Taking-This-Seriously-Enough Harris?" | added, 


"It was his idea," Ronnie replied, cutting off our escape routes artfully. She was ridiculously good at this, had a distinct talent for 
getting people in the right places at the right time whether they wanted to be there or not. 


"And," added George, peering nervously up the stairs, "is anybody going to look at me..you know," she said, obviously still spooked 


by the whole idea of interviews after the drooling journo of last week. 

"He knows you're not edible and he's promised to be nice." 

| snorted in amusement and slung an arm around my bassist's shoulders. "Don't worry about it. Anyway, he's married." 

George fixed me with a worried look. "And?" 

"She's learning, ain't she?" Cara said to me with a grin. | laughed. George didn't. Welcome to the world, kiddo. 

We slogged fairly cheerfully up the stairs to my once-more-transformed living room to see Harry hugging a shorter man and 
laughing, presumably at something the other guy had just said. Ladies and gents, | present to you Bruce Dickinson, ten feet tall on 


stage and about five six in his stocking feet, as quiet and unassuming offstage as he's a scary bastard on it. 


| watched them hug again, Harry stepping back and rumpling Bruce's short hair cheerfully. 


"Anyway George," | said, loud enough to be heard, "you've got nowt to worry about. Looks like he bats for the other team 
anyway." 


Harry spun and fixed me with a scowl which expression | returned as blandly as possible while my bassist flushed scarlet. Bless 


her, she's so naive sometimes. 


Bruce also turned and cocked an eyebrow at me. If he'd propped his hands on his hips | wouldn't have been terribly surprised - 
I've always found him a bit camp, personally, a frustrated actor, | suspect. In all the pictures I've seen of him in his pilots uniform 


| always picture him wearing it on stage and ripping it off to the howls of a predominantly male crowd..but then perhaps l'm just 


twisted. 


"You'll be Taz, then," he said with a grin, stepping forward with his hand extended. | grinned and shook it; | said | thought he was a 
bit camp, not that he wasn't charm personified. Which he is. 


| introduced the band; Cara he'd met before, of course. Several music papers had made much of the appearance of the first all- 
female Maiden tribute band and the boys had, naturally, been interested. All of them had slunk along to a Maidens gig at some 
point or another so they were all pretty familiar; Cara and Bruce were obviously fairly fond of each other as their hug of 
greeting contained real warmth. Of course, once JC met Harry the two bands were linked just that little bit more closely than was 


entirely comfortable - and she was noticeable by her absence. 


When | introduced them George blushed - again - making Bruce laugh out loud. He soon had her calmed down and practically eating 
from the palm of his hand, it's a skill some men have. All he had to do was fix them with those soft hazel eyes and give them a 
bit of chat and most women - even my frosty guitarist - relaxed into the experience; I'd like to say | was immune but | would, in 
fact, be lying. | was cursing myself inwardly even as | found myself chuckling at his anecdotes and relaxing into the whole 
encounter, as thoroughly charmed as even my very green bassist. He ran through the sort of questions he was going to be 


asking, introduced us to his crew and eventually we all got sat down, cans on head and mikes arranged to the gaffer's satisfaction 


| watched Bruce working, fascinated. | could understand his desire for other projects; much as | adored my music and desperately 
wanted (even though | was reluctant to admit it, even to myself) to make my living and preferably my name from it | would 
wither away without my artwork and writing. It brought a freshness to my work, | felt; | think the same must be true of Bruce. | 


made a mental note to ask him some day. 
Musing thus | almost missed his next question. 
"Have you met Bobby Ellison, Megadeth's new bassist?" 


| blinked. Where the hell had that one come from? | sorted frantically through my short term memory while the band watched 
me with some amusement; he'd been on about the interest stoked by this all female project, the fusion of classical and metal 
music made all the more fascinating to the world by the number of skirts involved. | dragged my attention back to the subject at 


hand while my friends grinned at me, enjoying the sight of the Terrible Taz caught flat footed. Bastards. 


"No. | don't envy her, though; it can be tough to be a woman in a man's world" Ta-daaaal See, | was paying attention. Kind of. 
Please, Bruce, please please please don't ask me about rehab..| knew he knew about it, | just didn't want to talk about it in 
connection with this project. | wanted to be known as a little more than the plucky girl musician who fought back from adversity 


to win through - that sort of Enid Blyton bullshit | could most assuredly do without. 


Mercifully he moved on to other subjects, and in the end it was actually quite a fun interview to do; much laughter was involved, 
and | think he pretty much caught the spirit of the project. Well, the spirit we wanted to project, anyway; we didn't exactly want 
to advertise the fact that the whole thing had been begun on the whim of his bassist's mistress, did we? 


After it was over Harry tried to shoo us all straight back to the studio, slave driver that he is; | nipped in behind Bruce and 
engaged him in conversation, knowing full well (or hoping, anyway) that Harry would leave me alone before disturbing his friend. 


"He's keeping you on your toes, then" 
"No shit. Is he always this bad?" 


"Oh, he's a monster in the studio," grinned Bruce, and from the corner of my eye | saw Harry fling his hands in the air and give 


up, wandering off in a huff. We both laughed. 


"Look," he continued, a little more seriously, "I'm due to be interviewing Mustaine in a couple of months once his tour is over. Why 


don't | see if | can get him to bring Bob, see how you two get along?" 


Interesting. Bruce got a rather sly look on his face at that last comment, which | assumed meant that he thought that this Bob 
chick and | would murder each other on sight. | doubted it, personally, she was a bassist and working with a gang of men that 
would make playing in my gang seem like an absolute breeze. Therefore we not only had a lot in common from the get go but, as 


a bassist, she was accustomed to fitting in. 
| just smiled at Bruce before giving in to Harry's nagging and heading back down to the studio, mind awhirl with interesting ideas 
and possible plans for the future. Nice one, Bruce; you may just have given me a new direction.after all these years, a positive 


way forward. Blimey, wonders really never will cease, will they? 


w% 


Fourteen 


Chapter Fourteen 


By the time we turned up for our second gig even | was feeling more confident about the project, we'd met our conductor and 
she'd seen us work. A bit horse faced and definitely upper class but she seemed like a decent cove; | think her interest was more 
in getting some exposure for her orchestra (and, | thought rather snidely to myself, her career) beyond the rarefied circles of 
classical music and competition where they were a curiosity, nothing more. | didn't hold it against her, mind you; been there, done 


that, got the t-shirt. You do what you gotta do. 


She and | had even done a couple of interviews together, a novel experience for us both, | suspect, | had to keep my use of the 
word ‘fuck’ to an absolute minimum and she had to be polite about a form of music that, | suspect, she thought was frankly 
bloody awful. We got through it, though, professionals that we both are. Heh. Despite the odd snicker from the sidelines when 
either one of us took a second or two to answer a particularly sticky question, for instance, ‘do you two like to hang out 
together?” That one almost had her lip curling in well-bred horror and me, well, | managed to screw my response down to blinking 
rapidly a few times instead of asking the interviewer if they were fucking kidding. Harry did the snickering, and | once more had to 


subsume a desire to thump him. 


Control? Oh yes. | was getting so good at it that it was positively terrifying. An advantage of passing thirty, | suppose. Depressing 


as that may seem! 


Speaking of which, there had been a stunning row about which of our very special guests would actually be getting a credit for 


their aid. 
"Not me," James had said with a smirk, "nuh-uh l'm just an observer." 


I'd hit him with a pillow then wrestled for a little while but no, all my feminine wiles were useless. Almost useless; he agreed to be 
seen ‘observing! in the final day or so of practice with the orchestra and on the rights themselves, and help out with the 


interview load then and only then. 


For such small mercies we should be thankful, | guess; still, it wouldnt do to be too bloody obvious that his interest in what we 
were doing pretty much began and ended with screwing the female version of himself. Does that sound as perverse as | think it 


does? Eh, never mind. 


Harry was, initially, less forthcoming. He wanted nothing to do with the project on an official basis; | very much suspect he'd put 
the original wheels in motion just to please Jase. And while making his mistress happy was all well and good | think he was a bit 
startled by how completely - and quickly - it had all got totally out of hand. He argued and bitched, whinged and complained but 
never once did he let up on us, bloody slavedriver. Officially he may have wanted to stay under the radar, but unofficially he 
wasn't going to let us screw this up; the man's a workaholic perfectionist at best, which is a lot nicer a way of describing him 


than some of the juicier Anglo-Saxon phrases we all used to describe him from time to time. In private. When he couldn't hear us. 


Late one night, Ronnie persuaded him to sit down and talk to her with none of the rest of us present to disturb him with our 


feminine tricks. 


No chance of that, we were all far too knackered. 


She plied him with beer and began with small talk and to everyone's amazement - when she cornered us all in the studio the 
following morning - not only got him to agree to help out with the interview load (thank you, any Supreme Being who happens to 
be listening) but to go public with the ‘fact’ that it was his idea in the first place. To say we were stunned would be putting it 
mildly. 


"Fuck me," snorted Cara, shaking her head, "what in God's name did you say to him?" 


"Yeah," agreed George, still yawning and rubbing at the bags under her eyes, "yesterday he was being all mysterious and today 
he's happy to front us? What did you do, shag him?" 


We all stared at her. 

"Sorry," she smiled, rather sheepishly. 

| strolled across and peered suspiciously into her mug. 

"Somebody been doctoring your coffee?" 

"You're a bad influence," grinned Cara. 

"Clearly," said Ali, blinking in surprise. 

"To answer your question,’ sighed Ronnie, over my snort and George's blush, "I gave him a long talk on the benefits of encouraging 
youngsters to look at using music in different ways, and the work that the women's orchestra is doing to break down barriers and 
benefit society as a whole." 

We stared again. 

"| fed him such a good line he would have agreed to anything to shut me up." 

"Ah," we all sighed. 

Have | mentioned that Ronnie is amazing? | knew that she was good - she runs an office for a local solicitors firm and thus has 
to be a good organiser - but her talents were just expanding like nobody's business on this project. We'd hung out for years, been 
living together for two, and I'd never seen this side of her personality before. | made a quiet decision then and there; if there was 


any chance at all of going pro once this little shindig was completed | wanted her to be my manager. She may protest that she 


knew little of the music business, but she was working miracles so far and | was sure that Lee could give her a hand with the 


fine detail. 

"So where do we go from here?" asked Ali, hooding her eyes and leaning back across a spare amp. 

"Harry's going to be making some calls this morning to warn the guys at Sanctuary what's happening. He's also going to have a 
word with the guys he knows who do the Maiden videos; how do you ladies feel about marketing a DVD and donating some of the 
profits to charity?" 

"The fuck?" | snapped, narrowing my eyes at Ronnie's goofy grin. This was going too far. 


"Breast cancer research or some such. Something girly. Come on Taz, think of the publicity.” 


| rubbed my hand across my eyes and sighed, longing for another mug of tea and a cig. Bloody Ronnie. She always made these 


announcements before my brain was sufficiently up to speed to deal with them - which is, no doubt, why the devious cow did it 
in the first place. Oh yes, if | was going back out into the shark-infested waters of the music business | definitely wanted her on 
my side. 


So naturally we agreed. In a minor revenge for not being more forthcoming in offering to help us (in an official capacity, natch) | 
decided to let Ronnie tackle James as to the rights of getting him interviewed on tape for this possible DVD of the project. Lars, | 
suspected, was going to throw a dicky fit when he found out but you know what? | was even sure that Ronnie could handle him if 


she had to. 


Anyway, this meant we had to do some serious thinking about the set lists for our two remaining shows as a band before going in 


with the orchestra 


The second was pretty similar to the first, with only the substitution of Maiden's ‘Tailgunner' for ‘Motorhead’, something new to 
spike increasingly jaded tastes. Ali was beginning to mutter and George to look increasingly bleary so to shut them both up and 


stretch us all a little the third setlist included no Metallica at all. 


Which might have been insane - we started work with the orchestra on the Monday - but we needed the break. | was beginning 


to think that if | never sang ‘Fuel’ again it would be too soon, and as for ‘Sandman'..please. 


So the Maiden covers were to keep George happy and the AC/DC, funnily enough, for Ali; | think she had visions of being a guitar 
hero one day. Well, | wasn't going to disillusion her. Yet. 


Ronnie bubbled something to me as she ran past one afternoon about recording from the soundboard and putting out a demo; | 
just flipped my hand in a ‘yeah whatever' kind of gesture and off she went. That was the last | heard of it for a while, until the 
whole demo issue jumped up to bite me in the ass much, much later. 


w% 


The second gig was at a much larger venue thon the first, this was a club down town that had hosted Sod's Law a time or two 
and thus knew me. It held a couple of thousand people when jammed, which | wasn't expecting it to be on a Thursday night. 


I'd underestimated the interest stirred up by the interviews. 
By a huge factor. 


Nipping down to town for a few essentials - | loathe food shopping but hey, even rockstars gotta eat - | was stunned to see a line 


of people outside the club. It wasn't due to open for four hours, and we weren't due onstage for six. 


"Wonder what they're waiting for," | said to Ronnie, jiggling cigarette and lighter while winding the car window down. | guess | wasn't 
really paying attention, Ronnie had been texting back and forth furiously with a few people for the last day or so, and the ‘beep 


beep' of her mobile had become a background distraction 
"You," she said to me with a grin. "Well, the four of you, to be more precise..." 
No, | dont know how | didn't stuff the car. 


Apparently the club were laying on extra bouncers; they hadn't thought to ticket the event - well, they weren't exactly expecting 
a crowd when they booked us - so were going to have to count heads and stop people coming in when they were full. The problem 


with that is that its easy to underestimate the number of people flooding into a club and the last thing | wanted was some 


horrible accident when they all thought we were shit. Like being bottled to death. Stampeded. Shot. Whatever. 


Ronnie was helping me to put groceries away and trying to calm my worries. It had, after all, been an awfully long time since a 


crowd that size had wanted anything to do with me. 

"You worry too much," she said with a sigh, gently retrieving a packet of biscuits | was beginning to wring between my fingers. 
"Fuck you, Ronnie. You're not going to be the one onstage, are you?" 

"Point. Look, you'll be fine. Its not like you haven't done it before." 

"That was nearly twelve years ago. We've all passed a lot of fucking water since then!" 


"If you're panicking how do you think George is going to feel? Now sit down and just shut the fuck up and stop freaking out or 
you'll frighten the kids.” 


| muttered and paced but she was right; | was supposed to be the cool pro here, and Cara had sure as shit played to bigger 
crowds than this. And so had l; it was only the demons in the back of my mind trying to scare me. You're a piece of shit, 
everybody hates you, you can't fucking play and you can't fucking sing Ah, the old siren songs that had damaged me so badly in the 
past..only with a little bit of thought and no bloody panic | could think my way out of their traps. That was how | knew that they 


were lying about my abilities, you see. 


Because if that were the case then Harry would certainly have told me so. And | trusted Harry's judgement totally. That bloke 
certainly doesn't mince words when he's cross; he and | had managed to have the odd screaming row in the week or so we'd been 
working together, and although that had stunk (on bloody ice) I'd been far more impressed with the bollocking he'd given Ali one 


day for not focusing enough, mind in a dreamworld and just coasting along watching us work our nuts off. 
She hadn't done it again, that was for damn sure. 


| mooched into the lounge and sank down into the sofa with a sigh. | cast a longing look at the drinks cabinet; there was an 


unopened bottle of vodka in there... 


Nah. Save getting blasted for later. Besides, playing drunk was one thing - but then I'd have to handle the hangover and that would 
be about as much fun as a good solid kick in the head. So no - save it. 


We were meeting up at the venue, but a swift discussion with Ronnie and we figured it would be better if we got our scratch 

road crew to take the gear down separately and for us just to turn up in one car. She made the phone calls; another thing Ronnie 
can do is lie spectacularly well. So when George was asking if there was anything wrong she could cheerfully trill that nah, we just 
thought it might be nice to show up all together; me, on the other hand, would probably end up blurting something along the lines 


of oh fuck me gal you've never seen the like they're going to eat us alive.. 


"Here," said Ronnie, passing me a pile of pieces of paper and a thick black marker pen, "write the setlists out. That should keep you 
out of trouble until the others get here." 


"| can write and worry, you know." 
"That's fine. Just do it quietly." 
Muttering dark imprecations about her family lineage and the lack of fathers within it - 


"| heard that" 


" Sorry.” 


-- | wrote the lists out. You've seen the sort of thing taped to the stage; well, even we had them. Ali liked to scribble notes on 
hers but we weren't going to have time for that tonight; we'd just have time to chuck the lists at Hairy Harry to tape down, get 
changed and warm up and then we'd be off. Best thing. 


It was, | had to admit, a pretty impressive set; | settled to writing, thinking all the while about how we were going to put this 
together and where | would be best advised to put any ‘talky bits', as Ronnie called them. 


Stone Cold Crazy 

Iron Man 

~Taz 

War Pigs 

Welcome Home (Sanitarium) 
Dont Tread On Me 

OF Wolf And Man 

Whiskey h The Jar 

Devils Dance 

~Taz~ 

Bomber 

Tailgunner 

Fuel 

~Encore if they want one. Blame G~ 


Frantic 
There, all set. 


| settled back on the sofa, closed my eyes and tried to relax. God, | hoped it went well tonight..because if it didn't then we could 
well be screwed. And | didn't like to think of the shit hitting the fan if any of us freaked out and walked at this late stage. Or died 
of fright. Or got massacred by an unhappy crowd. Or.. 


And so thinking, proving once more that no matter how hyped you are a bit of meditation will chill you right the fuck out, | dozed 
off while waiting for my band. 


Fifteen 


Author's Notes: 
Gah, what was supposed to be a couple of extra paragraphs has turned into a whole bleedin’ chapter. One day this thing will be 
finished.. 


Chapter Fifteen 


"Taz, woke up” 

No. 

"Come on.tll do the thing with the water again, | swear. Get up." 

You do and you're a fucking dead man, Hetfield. 

| crawled out from under the duvet and cracked my eyes open. It felt like something had gone to the toilet in my mouth, my 
eyeballs itched and | could feel that the bags under my eyes were sufficient to carry a week's worth of shopping home in Nope, 
not hungover - just fucking exhausted 

"It wakes!" 

| couldnt even be arsed to growl, so | flipped him the finger and staggered to the shower. 

By the time | stumbled out again - feeling a little more human but not much - delicious smells were wafting across the suite. 

"| ordered breakfast. Didn't think you'd be in the mood to go down to the dining room’ 

| grunted an affirmative and set to the Full English (bollocks was it, how can you call it a Full English when it lacks black pudding 
and they're tight with the bacon? Bah) with a will. Half a dozen cups of tea later | sat back and eyed James speculatively; he'd just 


picked at some toast and consumed almost as vast amount of coffee as | had tea, and now he looked like he wanted to say 


something. 

"What's up?" 

"It speaks!" 

"Yeah yeah. Whatever." 

He chuckled at me and went back to fiddling with his cup. | stifled a sigh; looked like we were into bloke-wants-to-talk-but-doesn't- 
know-where-he-wants-to-start territory. | shook my head and waited; | suppose | could have tried to draw it out of him but you 


know what? | really couldn't be bothered. Too early for me. 


"What are you going to do?" he finally asked. 


ww Do e 
"After." 


| took another slurp of tea and thought about it. Tried to; the future is a big place. Big thoughts and me don't really click before 


lunch. 
"Why?" 


James finally looked me in the eye, leaned forward and took my hand. Hello? What's this all about? He stared into my eyes 


earnestly, looking like he was trying to give me a whole world of meaning that his words just couldn't convey. 

"Last night. You were on fire on that stage - don't waste it." 

| blinked. Well yes. Last night had gone rather well, as a matter of fact.. 

whe 

George had been surprisingly cool when she heard the crowd, that susurrating murmur of a club packed to the rafters with an 
anticipatory crowd. Ronnie had come to us with a grin and given us the approximate total of how many people had come to see us 
tonight. Our youngster's eyes had widened in shock. 

"How many?" 


Nearly four thousand people, and still queuing around the block. Dear God. 


"Yeah," said JC, who'd popped in to check some details with George, "so don't fuck it up, will you? Or there'll be nothing left of you 
all but a greasy stain on the floor.” 


We glared at her, and she went on her way with a snicker. 


Various people stuck their heads around the door to wish us luck until | finally posted Ronnie on the door with instructions not to 


let anyone in. And that means anyone, up to and including any further Rock Gods that may descend upon us unexpectedly, OK? 

We sat around in the cramped dressing room, doing whatever it was we needed to do to prepare; George warmed up her fingers 
with complicated arpeggios on her unplugged bass, Ali did a series of stretching exercises that looked suspiciously ballet-related to 
me, Cara yawned, farted and cracked her knuckles - she's a riot, that girl - and me? Well. A few vocal exercises, a beer and a 
stretch of the shoulders and back and l'm ready. Mostly ready. Almost ready. 

Ronnie tapped on the door. 


"Five minutes." 


We all got up and found ourselves standing together, facing each other behind the door; | wasn't surprised when it was Cara took 
everyore's right hands and linked them all together. 


"We rock," she said simply, gripping our joined hands tightly. 


"Fuck yeah," grinned George. 


"We're going to blow them away," added Alli, in the tone of voice used by one trying to convince herself. Cara and | grinned at her. 


"We can do this," | said quietly, looking at each one of my band in turn. "We're good, we're tight, we're practised and we are ready. 
So now we do it, OK?" 


Another tap. Time to go. 


A nod, and | was leading them along the short corridor onto the stage. No chanting or cheering; it's not like the name of our band 
was well known or anything like that. All these people had come because of curiosity stoked by publicity, they might be on our 

side..or they might not. Whatever, it was up to us to get them on our side and get them behind the project - and prove to them 
that yes, women can rock just as hard as men. The DJ had been prepping them nicely with a suitable mix of tracks since the club 


opened - so now the rest was up to us. 
| decided not to bother talking to them first. Fuck it; let the music do the talking. 


By the time we next drew breath after ‘Stone Cold Crazy’ and ‘lron Man’ they were beginning to warm up a treat, and so were 
we; sweat was beginning to fly when any of us flicked our hair and Cara was on to her second towel. We'd not missed a note and 


were almost reading each other's minds; looks like all that hard work with Harry was beginning to pay off. 
"Welcome to the After Dark - and welcome to the MetalliChick's second show..you having a good night, yeah?" 
And before you say anything the name was not my idea. | protested | was ignored. 


Ah, the roar of the crowd. Still a lot hanging back but a good few rows digging us at the front. Good start. So don't piss about, 


Taz - first rule of fronting a band, you're never as entertaining when you're talking as you think you are - just get on with it. 


"Bt of Sabbath for yer, then," and off we went into ‘War Pigs‘. That was better; crowd really starting to dig it. A lot of them 
looked awfully young; | couldn't decide if it was just me feeling old or if they were letting underagers into the club. 


As long as they hollered for us, though, | didn't give a shit how old they were. 


Through the main body of the set and by the time we reached ‘Devil's Dance’ the crowd were definitely on our side. | bantered 
for a bit, squashed a couple of hecklers - 


"Show us yer tits!" 
"Kiss my arse, kid” 


-- and off we raced into ‘Bomber’. Mimicking Lemmy's vocals is not easy, let me tell you, and neither are Bruce's. He's got a range 
that's a bitch kitty to follow and a sustain that's positively evil, still, it gave the old chords a damn good workout although | was 
pretty sure that Amanda would be having words with me after the show. She'd already warned me that if | made a hash of the 
Maiden covers she was (a) going to grass me up to Bruce the next time she saw him and (b) kick my butt. So | was damn careful 


with the vocals there, | can tell you. 


‘Fuel’, and the crowd went mad. | was grinning like a loon at this point - we appeared to have won the potential lynch mob over 
after all. The girls looked like they were having a rare old time and we really seemed to be clicking as a band; All still tended to be 
a bit static but we had one whole performance more to get to grips with that. Easy peasy, considering what we'd already 


achieved, and from a standing start no less. 


The encore went well and we finally staggered offstage to be greeted by our support network, hugged and swung round, high-fived 
and cheered at. We could still hear the audience chanting and stamping their feet even though the lights had gone up; it took the 
DJ almost half an hour to finally shut them up and distract them. By that time we were hip deep in journalists and interviews, 
most of the journos had seen the show and seemed to be giving us favourable feedback. The only thing | did miss was the 
presence of James - | hadn't realised just how much | craved his approval, although it was nice to have Harry give me a hug and 


tell me what a good job I'd done; if | hadn't he would have told me so. Bluntly. 


Then the really scary part came. It turned out that various record companies had sent AR men to investigate this ‘phenomenon’ 
and report back, so far Ronnie and Harry were screening them (assisted by Lee) but the time was rapidly approaching when we 
were going to have to make some decisions. Cara had a job, obviously, but George and Ali were going to be at a loose end - 


musically speaking - after this event and so, technically, was |. 


| was trying not to think about it, truthfully. For the last couple of years - well, since rehab, really - I'd been living more or less 
day to day; long term plans were what happened to other people. Especially after my marriage did the big firework. 


| found myself cornered by Hairy Harry, my ever earnest friend and sometime lover; he was trying to persuade me to keep the 


band going after the event was finished, go pro and take it on the road, find a new drummer and hit the tribute trail. 


| nodded and smiled and tried to sneak off. Truth was, | didn't want to be in a tribute band; it was fun and all, and | knew that the 
Maidens loved what they did and made quite a rice living out of it but.. wanted to do my own music. Original music. | wanted to be 


appreciated for my own merits, dammit, not by how well | performed as somebody else! 

Ronnie rescued me. 

"Taxi out back for you, Taz. Just be back here by midday for soundcheck, alright?" 

Soundcheck? Bloody hell, tomorrow's gig was obviously going to be with the Maiden's full PA. Should be interesting.. 
"Sure. Night Harry." 


Two men turned and waved, although only one tried to follow me out, Ronnie gently grasped his elbow and steered hairy away, 
giving him some pile of old flannel about something technical she was going to need the following day. See? Told you she was 


marvellous. If she was a bloke I'd marry her. 


So who was in the mysterious taxi? Why, James..who'd managed to sneak in the back way and catch the show from backstage. He 
was impressed. | was pleased. He was also horny..and so | shall draw a veil over what happened all the way back to the hotel, along 
a couple of deserted corridors and continued all over his suite until the dawn began to light the sky and we finally fell into bed for 


a few hours of desperately needed sleep. 

whe 

James was now giving me more or less the same talk as Hairy Harry had done the night before but without actually using the 
words ‘tribute band, for which | was extremely grateful. | didn't want to make the same mistake I'd made that first night we'd 
met, although to be fair he had forgiven me for that pretty quickly. 

| let him ramble, all the while staring into my eyes earnestly, trying to persuade me to do something with my life other than the 
fairly aimless drifting that had worked for me so far. He was right, of course; if this bloody project had shown me anything it 
was that it was time to get out of the rut I'd inadvertently got myself stuck in. 


However he managed to spike my temper when he finally said - 


"Look, let me talk to some people -" 


"Hey!" | sat up straight, scowled. "So | just sit back and let you do it, is that it? You'll be the man and sort the little woman's life 


out?" 

James blinked, confused. "No -" 

"You don't think | can do it on my own?" 

"Taz, you tried that before -" 

"Right, right. And it failed, probably because | wasn't shagging a big name rock star, right?" 

"Tao -—" 

"No James. No. I've told you about my past and what I've been through and still you try and organise my life for me? Do you 
have that little respect for me as a musician, as a person, dammit, that you assume I'll fail again without the Mighty Het behind 
me?" 


James hissed between his teeth and rubbed his hand across his forehead. Swearing under my breath | jumped up, stormed around 


the suite getting dressed then returned to lean on the back of the chair I'd so recently been relaxing in 

"| refuse to be patronised, James. | refuse to go through life in anybody else's shadow. Especially yours! 

Exit Taz, stage left, slamming the door behind her. | was ever a sucker for theatrics. 

E 

| crashed into the club, plugged my guitar in and just thrashed about for a while before | realised that Ronnie was watching me 


sympathetically from the corner of the stage. | wiped the sweat from my forehead with my sleeve before turning to glare at 


her, guitar swinging loose, arms folded. 

"What?" 

Ronnie shrugged. 

"You've got that long suffering look on your face. Go on, say it” 

She gave me a wry smile, threw me a packet of cigarettes. "What's he said?" 

| took one from the pack, threw it back to her and lit the smoke before answering. "Offered to talk to a few people.” 


She pinched the bridge of her nose. "And then you ate the head off him, right?" 


| huffed smoke through my nose and tipped my head back, crushing the desire to scream at Ronnie too. "You know where I've 


been, Ronnie. You know why." 


"Yes mate, | do, but just because the man wants to help doesn't mean he wants to take over. It doesn't mean he thinks you can't 


do it alone." 


"Oh sorry. Right. My mistake. So I'm supposed to crawl back there and apologise for my anger, am |? Beg the great man's 


forgiveness." 


Ronnie rolled her eyes. "You're being deliberately obtuse now. You of all people should know that in this business - and it's not the 


only one by any stretch of the imagination - it's who you know, not what you know. And there's no shame in accepting a leg up." 
| glared. The fact that she was right didn't help; I'd just been patronised and walked over so often in the past, expected to be 
grateful for whatever scraps had been thrown my way that it had become a somewhat..touchy subject for me. And | supposed 


that as usual I'd gone off bang without thinking about consequences, open mouth, Taz, and change feet.. 


| glared into the distance, posture stiff, smoking my cigarette and refusing to accept that | was wrong, to anybody else that is; 
Ronnie crossed the stage and laid a hand on my shoulder with a sigh. She gave me a sympathetic pat and shook her head. 


"Look, don't worry about it now. Harry and the guys are backstage; | left them there when we heard you arrive." 
"Figured | was in a temper, huh?" 


"| know you too well, mate. George wanted to come and give you a hug, but | figured she's going to need her arms unbroken to 


perform tonight.” 


| gave a short bark of laughter and pitched the fag end into the darkness beyond the edge of the stage. "Fine. Bring ‘em on - 
work's good for the soul, anyway.” 


So within five minutes we were swarmed under with our scratch road crew, tightening and tuning, changing guitars and fiddling 
with settings until our producer was happy with our sound. We didn't get a look in, but then, after this morning's sense of humour 
failure | wasn't going to get into any more rows about primadonna rock stars. 

Jase was acting as George's tech, and the way she behaved around Harry was impressive. If you didn't know better you'd swear 
there was nothing going on between them. Janice - my tech for the duration - hissed into my ear that JC had apparently been 
practising. | grinned, turning away when Mister Producer glared at me suspiciously. Sarah was adjusting Ali's strap on the black 
Gibson she'd been loaned for the project, doing no more than flip a finger when Harry started shouting about lost time. Cara and 
Amanda just laughed; Cara didn't really need a tech but Amanda was standing in as one just in case. Anyway, as she said, it meant 


she didn't have to buy a ticket, or just stand backstage and feel useless. 


| think in the end Harry just gave up with us, and told us all to fuck off and reconvene at six. A ragged cheer rose up; we'd had 


enough, and | wasn't the only one wanting to crawl off and catch some kip before tonight's gig. 

George trotted up to me as | sagged down the stairs behind the stage, half asleep already. 

"Will James be here tonight?" 

"Dunno. 

"It would be a shame if he wasn't, wouldn't it?" 

George missed the warning looks and hisses from the others, and they were too far away to prevent what happened next. 


"| mean, he could really help us get somewhere, couldn't he?" 


| grabbed her by the front of her shirt, lifted her and slammed her back against the wall hard enough to drive all the breath out 
of her with a whoosh. | got in her face, nose to nose and snarled at her, self restraint out the window and temper gone where 
the dead crabs go. 


"| don't need a fucking man's approval, and | don't need you wittering on in my ear about it. Got that?" 


She made a gurgling noise, and | realised that not only did | have rather too tight a hold on her but also that Ronnie was belting 
hell out of my shoulders and shouting at me. 


| let her down carefully, but gave her a final shake. "One more thing. When it comes to my private life stay the fuck out, do | 


make myself clear?" 

"Crystal," gasped the teenager, pale faced 

| dropped her and stalked off, ignoring the white faces and shocked looks. Harry just folded his arms and glared at me. 
"What?" 

He shrugged. 


"Good." 


And for the second time that day | walked out, slamming the door behind me. 


Sixteen 


Chapter Sixteen 


| took refuge in my room, a beer and a pack of cigarettes my only company, and sulked, 
Petty, self absorbed? Yeah, | guess. But fuck it. 


| picked up my acoustic and fiddled around for a bit, trying new melodies and generally messing with it, | wasn't expecting to be 
disturbed so at least, here in the fortress of my loneliness, | could try and calm down and get a bit of perspective on things. Life. 
You know the sort of stuff. When one has fucked up almost beyond redemption it doesn't hurt to sit back and examine the total 
calamity that one has created and try to truly appreciate what a fucking monster one is. 


And..l'd really done it this time. Again. 
| heard the phone ring downstairs, but had no worries of it ringing in here - I'd unplugged my extension. And turned my mobile 
off, to boot. Ronnie et al knew not to disturb me when | was ‘off on one’ - as my much calmer and more organised friend puts it 


- so | figured | was safe. 


Yeah, right. About fifteen minutes after the call there was a knock on my door and - in complete abeyance of any normal form of 


good manners - the knocker opened the door and poked his head round, a little nervously. 

It was James. 

Yeah, my first instinct was to scream at him, throw him out. | didn’t, for two reasons; one, I'd been reflecting on what Ronnie had 
said earlier and she had, as ever, been right. Just because he'd offered to help didn't mean he didn't respect me as a person or 
thought | was a talentless know-nothing who couldn't succeed on her own. Two, I'd found some leftover skunk in my knicker drawer 
(why, where do you keep yours?) and was thus feeling a little more mellow than | had been at lunchtime. 

Alright, a lot more mellow. 

In other words | was, by now, stoned off my box. 

James stepped in, waved a hand in front of his face, wrinkled his nose. | found this pretty funny and giggled; he just sighed and set 
the mug of tea he was carrying (Ronnie's influence, no doubt) on my dressing table and came and sat next to me on my bed. | 
cuddled the acoustic close, folded my hands over its shoulder then laid my head on them, watching him with a dreamy smile. Gods, 


but he was still handsome; rugged, | guess you could call it, marks of old pain etched on his face but still.. 


| was wondering dreamily if it was the personality behind a face that makes someone attractive, rather than the arrangement of 


features themselves, when his voice dragged me out of my reverie. 
"Feeling better?" 


Oh-ho, a note of censure there perhaps? | shifted to look at the stub of the joint still clutched in my right hand, and giggled again. 
| would love to say that | chuckled, or even that | laughed but the truth is..l giggled | blame the dope. 


"Much," | sighed, then threw the roach into the ashtray next to my bed. 


He retrieved the mug of tea and pushed it into my hand. | sighed again and regarded the reddish brown surface seriously for a 


moment before taking a slurp. Caffeine, guaranteed to clear my head eventually 
"You've got a show to play tonight: 

Yeah yeah. Newsflash. Not: 

"Are you gonna be ready for if?" 


Now, normally | would have hit the roof at this point, but all | did was put my guitar carefully aside and lean back against my 


headboard, grinning. "Of course. You telling me that you couldn't do a show a bit the worse for wear?" 
James frowned a bit, then patiently cleared his features. "We're not talking about me." 
"Damn, of course. Sorry. Okay then, could Cliff not do a show stoned?" 


Bingo. Got him with that one. His face went sort of blank and he stood, turned away from me; had | not been at the weed I'd have 


been worried. As it was..nah. 

"That was uncalled for," he said quietly, then made his way over to my window, pushed it open. 

"Hey! It's gonna get cold in here now, y'fuckin' putz." 

He turned on me, and even through my cheerful dope haze | recoiled a bit. Oh man, but when he had a mad on he looked scary. 
"Look at you! Got the first real chance you've had for fucking years and what are you doing? Pushing away everyone who wants 
to help and then hiding in a corner getting stoned and feeling sorry for yourself! Fuck, Taz, | came here to try and get you to 
accept my help..and now I'm asking myself if you're worth it" 

Ouch. 


But | was still me, and | don't tend to take a bollocking easily, no matter who's administering it. And no matter how right they are. 


"Go on then, fuck off. Either you want to help or you don't, so don't just fucking stand there and expect me to fall at your fucking 
feet - if you're gonna go, then go." | leaned over, grabbed my smokes and lit one. "Or not. Make your fucking mind up, chap." 


Alright, my head was starting to clear and now | was getting scared. This definitely wasn't someone | wanted pissed at me, and 
let's face it - there's a hell of a lot of women would kill to have what | had; a friends-with-benefits arrangement with a rockstar 
still hugely attractive despite his years, a possibility of finally achieving a dream and all that good stuff. And here | was once 
more, on the brink of fucking it all up again - go me. But the old Taz self-destruct button was apparently still engaged because 
instead of falling at his feet and begging his forgiveness | just crossed my legs Indian fashion, folded my arms and sneered at him 
defiantly through a cloud of cigarette smoke. 


To my relief he seemed to lose his anger as swiftly as it had arrived, and he leaned against my doorframe with a wry smile. 
"Y'know, you're a lot like me. You won't take any shit, will you? Stubborn bitch." 


| grinned. Head now clearing nicely, thank you. Disaster apparently averted once more. Charm mode on "That's me. Stubborn to the 


point of idiocy.” 

He snorted. "You've got to get rid of all this anger, you know." 

"Oh? And is that the therapist talking, or James?" 

Point scored - he flinched a bit, but at least wasn't looking like he wanted to thump me anymore. 


"You should know," he said quietly, watching my eyes, "better than most that all the therapy does is uncover what you already 


know." 


Ouch. "Perhaps its the anger that drives us, have you thought of that? Maybe without all the anger I'll be just another singer in 
a bar band. Maybe thats all | am anyway. The anger hasn't done Mustaine any harm - look at what he's achieved." 


| knew I'd picked the wrong tactic - wrong example and most definitely the wrong person - as soon as the words were out of my 


mouth; James didn't look angry this time, just very very sad. 


"You have no idea what you're fucking talking about. Dave's..well. Dave is fucked up. And I'm not proud of the part | had in that..." 
He gazed out of the window, sadness etched on his face. "Trust me, Taz," and he looked me straight in the eye, with an honesty of 
expression that rocked me back a bit and cleared the lingering fog from my brain, "you don't want to end up like that. Better to 
lose it all than end up like that." 


"What, famous and successful?" 


"No. Bitter and twisted. He can't enjoy what he's got, did you know that? He's so busy being miserable about Metallica that he 
can't appreciate what he's got with ‘Deth." 


| didn't know what to say to that, so for once | acted wisely and said nothing, just looked at my feet. James sighed and sat next to 
me, the bedsprings clunking musically as he did so. | had to stifle a giggle; my knackered old bed with the hollow in the middle, 


being sat on by James Hetfield. Never in my wildest dreams..well, yes in my dreams but..oh never mind. | blame the dope. 

"Look Go and do the show. Just do what you do best." 

"Play someone else's music?" and ah, the bitterness was creeping back. 

"No. Just play." 

Fair enough. 

whe 

| assumed my place on stage, and everyone stopped and looked at me. George avoided my eye; not that | blame her but it hurt, 
you know? Harry was the one that saved an awkward moment from becoming a humiliating one by popping out from behind the 
sound desk and striding to a spot just in front of the stage, folding his arms and beginning to scream at me. Apparently they had 
been waiting..it was nice of me to bother showing up.if | wanted to be involved with this project | should stop fannying about..and 
so on and so forth. | shot a brief sideways glance at George; she was watching me closely, and gave me a slight sympathetic smile 


before turning away to quietly talk to JC about something bass related 


Well, at least by giving me one of the most severe bollockings I've ever been on the receiving end of he cleared the air. We were 


able to just get on with it after that, apparently I'd been forgiven once more. Amazing. 


Anyway, | must confess to being really very impressed by the crew we'd thrown together. Between the Sod's Law boys, the Lady 
Maidens and a few friends and relations dragged in we'd achieved a very nice sound, thank you very much. George and Ali were 
real finds, able to turn their hands to almost anything in a heartbeat, listen to a piece of music once and they were away, give 
them a day's practice and they had it nailed. Incredible really; the only reason | could do all this stuff was because I'd been in 
bands for practically forever and had played it all before. l'm more your practice-practice-practice sort, this pair just put their 


minds to it and wallop. Instant brilliance, just add water. 


They'd be wasted on the tribute circuit, and if there was one thing - another thing? - | was suddenly determined to take away 
from all this it was to make sure that they got a leg up into whatever they wanted to do. 


George bounced across to me cheerfully while Harry was explaining something (patiently and using little words, because he knew it 


annoyed her) to All. 

"Hey. You feeling better?" 

| stared at her for a second. Was / feeling better? Who'd thumped whom, here? 

Okay Taz, you've still got over a month to work with these people. Don't fuck it up now. 

"George, look. l'm sorry about earlier.” 

She blinked at me, then chuckled and gave me a gentle slap on the arm. 

"That's alright. | can be a bit insensitive sometimes, so | probably deserved it. Anyway, we're alright now, yes?" 


She deserved it? Someone needed to talk to this kid about life, and a bit smartly if she wanted to work in the music industry; still, 


not me, and most definitely not now. 

"We're cool, George.” 

"Great!" 

And she bounced off across the stage, back to her tech and her amps while | just stared, wondering if I'd ever been that young. 
ee 

Thirty minutes to showtime and we were piled backstage, talking and laughing, getting ready and pretending that we weren't 
nervous at all. Nah, not a bit of it, not us..with varying degrees of success, it has to be said. Certainly Cara was the only one felt 
up to eating anything. 

"Hey Taz, you tried these? They're really excellent - | didn't know you could make cheese and tomato sarnies taste this good" 
"Get that out of my face before | shove it up your arse." 

"Be nice, Taz." 


"Sorry Ronnie. Go away, Cara." 


Time for a beer, pose for pics with various people; James was absent again but Harry was around, nagging at us not to forget 


certain bits and pieces of utterly vital information he'd been hammering into our heads the last week or so. | don't know about the 
others, but I'd developed a habit of just looking serious and simply nodding whenever he spoke to me, pretty much tuning out the 


actual words. Yeah, | know what you're thinking; why waste all that experience? 


Because on the whole our ‘Arry's a bit of a worrier. As long as he was going over the basics with the two greenies | was happy; 
when he was trying to give me the same talk then telling him to fuck off, already, would be a tad ruder than just letting it roll 


over me. 


Kerrang! (never forget the exclamation mark, kids. Fuckwits) had sent a journo and a photographer. And they weren't the only ones 
who'd sent a lensman, either. To my horror there were going to be about four of the buggers out there tonight; couple of 
independents, one from the local paper - Gods give me bloody strength - and this johnny who wasn't hiding his contempt of the 
other three. I'll confess, | was avoiding the bloody lot of them, as was Cara; the other two had been warned off as well. | don't 
trust the music press, not one bit, they'd hammered me before and if it got them a little more publicity they wouldn't hesitate 


to do so again. Still, they're a bit of a necessary evil so when they finally managed to corner Harry and | then | had to make nice. 
After they'd vanished | leaned on the wall and sighed deeply, closing my eyes and hoping like Christ I'd come across well. 

"Don't worry about it," said Steve, a note of compassion in his voice. | snorted at him, cracking my eyes open and giving him a 
quick glare. | think he'd become rather fond of us, in his own way; what had begun as a bit of an embarrassment when it first 
took flight had become something he was becoming quite passionate about. Witness the way that he was ordering the guys around 
with the video cameras - oh aye, they'd pitched up just after soundcheck, looks like someone was serious about this stupid DVD 
thing - or indeed, the fact that he was now trying to soothe my fears. Okay so he was doing it by talking up the advantages of all 
the publicity, but the thought was there. 

"Harry," | said calmly, after a while, "if you don't shut up l'm going to kiss you, right here in front of all these photographers." 

To my surprise | got an impish grin in return. "Maybe later. Provided you don't fuck it up out there tonight" 


| laughed aloud, then spotted Ronnie beginning her sheepdog routine; must be time to go. | leaned into him and gave him a quick 
peck on the cheek. 


"Thanks Harry." 
"Bollocks. Get out there and do your fucking job." 


"Yes chief." 


Stomping along the echoing corridor, clutching my guitar, | could hear the crowd; at least as many as there had been last night. 


Louder too. And tonight. caught Cara's eye and grinned wolfishly. Tonight, they were chanting our name. 


Showtime. 


Seventeen 


Author's Notes: 
The end is in sight.thank Christ.. 


Chapter Seventeen 


What can | say about that gig that hasn't been said before? Alright, it was nothing more than a load of covers. True. The odd 
journo was pretty snide about that; but then, the rebuttal was that we'd achieved this in a little over a month, something an 
awful lot of pros couldn't do. Yes we'd had help - so fucking what, as a poet once said Ronnie was quite proud of me when | just 
smiled calmly at a journo and said that, as opposed to ripping his head off and spitting down his neck. 


We'd gone out on stage quietly, no intro, no lights..and then swung straight into the Foo's ‘One By One’. | said we were doing no 
Metallica for this show, right? And I'd let George pick the opener from the list, guilt, | guess. Mind you, | think it was the right 
choice - its a blinding song. And very bass and rhythm heavy, which is (a) not surprising considering who wrote it and (b) kept 
both George and | happy. Straight into ‘Stone Cold Crazy’ (gotta love those old Queen tunes) and ‘War Pigs’. 


We stopped for breath, grinning happily, the crowd, mostly male, had begun a chant of ‘fuck me' and | swaggered up to the mic, 
shot my guitar behind me and snarled back at them happily. 


"What, one at a time or all together?" 


That got a roar. Ali was ignoring it and George was looking innocently at her side of the crowd and pointing at herself - who, me? | 
don't know what they were saying in return but when | checked over my shoulder to see if she was ready she was hooting with 
laughter and definitely blushing. Off again into ‘Bomber’, then Maiden's ‘Tailgunner', a much underrated track in my not-so-humble 
opinion. George had received some special coaching ("But not too special, | hope," JC had said with a frown) from Our Fearless 
Producer for some of the Maiden stuff, and as a result she could rumble her strings as fast as the man himself. But, as I'd 


observed with some glee, in a far more technically correct style. 


‘Running Free’, ‘Hallowed Be Thy Name’, that one's got a fucking horrible sustain on one line. Bruce has been recorded to pull it out 
for twenty seven seconds, needless to say there was no fucking way | was doing that. Still, it went down well anyway; Cara had a 
rare old time on it, getting to beat hell out of her range of crash cymbals. Course, all the Maiden stuff was a piece of piss for 
her; she did it almost every day with her own band and could probably do it in her sleep. Ali and | had figured out the guitars 
between us, with me taking the rhythm and some of the twiddly shit (which didn't half make me fucking sweat) and her doing all 
the clever stuff. She'd curled her lip at me a couple of times in the process, which I'd pretended to ignore; one thing was for 


sure, if we'd been in the same band for any length of time we would most certainly end up killing each other. 


So it was a distinct relief to thunder back to ‘Motorhead and then into the AC/DC stuff; boring for the bassist, relatively simple 
for Cara and | but oh, you should have seen our girl on some of those lead lines! ‘Back In Black followed by ‘Thunderstruck’ to 
finish, with its galloping speed-freak up and down the fretboard lead line. She was right into it, striding along the front of the 
stage and finally, finally, warming up to the crowd and behaving like a decent lead should do; teasing and flirting, giving ‘em hell and 
performing her cold little heart out. Hey, maybe she was deigning to learn something from me after all. Heh. You'd never get her 


to admit it, though, never in a million years; still, | didn't give a shit as long as she came through for this project. After that, well, 
there'd be blood on the walls if she tried any attitude with me. 


George was amazing, leaping around like a complete nutter; | saw Harry grinning affectionately at her from the sidelines a time or 
two and had to hide a smile of my own Bless her..so keen, so good, such a long way to go and so much pain ahead if she wanted 
to do this for a living. Almost tragic, really. But for now she was having the time of her life and it was a pretty joyful thing to 


watch, | can tell you. 

Off we went backstage, grabbing towels and cold water, quick swig and a rub and a thumbs up from the crew then away again for 
an encore. ‘The Boys Are Back In Town’ - oh, | love that one, a wee bit of an indulgence for me - and a Queens Of The Stone Age 
track, ‘No-One Knows’. More bass heavy to keep the young'un happy. Easy for me bounce to, as well 

Seemed to work on the crowd, too. 

Anyway, we weren't supposed to do any more but..you guessed it. The owner of the club had apparently grasped Ronnie lovingly 
by one earlobe and told her to get us out there for another track before the crowd tore his place up. Course, we had nothing 
prepared specifically, so we went and did something that we could do in our sleep, something we were no doubt going to be 
heartily sick of the sound of before too much longer. 

"Give me fuel give me fire give me that which | desire!" 

Wallop! 

And the crowd, as they say, went wild. 

~~ 

Once it was all over, | spent some time telling the seething mass of cheerful fans to chill out, and all four of us hung out for a 
bit on stage talking to people and generally shooting the shit; seemed to work. By the time we finally left the stage the club's 
owner was looking a lot happier and the crowd was filling the whole place, not just trying to crawl all over each other by the 
stage. 

The beer Ronnie passed me when we hit backstage was most appreciated, and | swear that first one never even touched the sides. 
She plucked at my arm, though, and insisted we all follow her into a conspiratorial huddle in the corner well away from prying 
eyes. 

"What's up, Ronnie?" asked George, eyes wide. | nodded in agreement, eager to get off and have another beer and then split for the 
hotel; a good performance always leaves me pretty horny, and | didn't want to waste it. Plus, we had the weekend to polish our 
act and then we went in with the orchestra on Monday; | wasn't sure how much - if any - time I'd have with James then, so..you 


get the picture. Make hay while the sun shines and all that shit. 


"Before you all vanish | just wanted to give you a heads up," said my housemate calmly, "because | don't want you picking up any 


rumours and fretting about them." 

Fretting? | raised an eyebrow. 

"Ive had Lars on the phone tonight --" 

Oh yes? Even Ali's eyebrows popped at that one. 


"-- and he's coming over for both full shows, and he's bringing Robert with him, their new bassist." 


Squeal from George. | must talk to her about that. Ronnie was watching my face now, so | braced for the rest. 


"There's another guest as well from that side of things. Looks like Jason will be coming --" 


Oh fuck. | wondered if James knew. 


"-- and he'll be bringing someone with him. Now, he didn't say, but | suspect itll be that bassist from Megadeth, the one that's 
just left." 


"Bobby Ellison," | said, nodding slowly. | didn't know she'd left Mustaine's gang, though; I'd been a bit busy recently. | wondered why. 
And | also wondered why Ronnie was looking so worried about it, unless the woman had actually threatened violence against my 


person. Which seemed unlikely, considering what Bruce had said the other day..but who knew? Maybe James. I'd ask him later. 


"Yeah, her. The ‘Tallica boys know about this and they're cool with it, apparently. The rest of Maiden have said they're going to 
show and there's going to be quite a few industry types there. The second show is already sold out and there's not much left for 
the first one; | just wanted to let you guys know not to take anything you might hear as gospel unless you hear it from me, 


alright? So no matter what any journos might say..those are the ones confirmed so far and no more. Got it?" 

We nodded like good little donkeys and went our separate ways. Heading for the bar and more beer, | was surprised to bump into 
my sister. This certainly wasn't the sort of show I'd expect her to attend; her reaction when she realised it was me trying to 
walk through her was equally unexpected. 

"Taz!" she cried gleefully, wrapping her arms around my neck despite my very sweaty and rather smelly state. | reared back in 
surprise - well, tried to - and finally settled for an awkward pat on the shoulder when it became clear that her reaction was 
heartfelt and genuine. 

"Alright Nic?" | said, a little at a loss for something else to say. | knew she was part of the behind-the-scenes team, she'd been 


roped in by the execreble Simon to do the backstage catering. As far as I'd known, however, her involvement had begun and ended 


with hiring and overseeing. Apparently not. 


She stepped back and gripped both my arms firmly, giving me a little shake. Her eyes were bright, and | was startled to see the 
shine of tears; she was grinning and looked - proud? Of me? The fuck? 


"You never told me you were this good," she laughed. | blinked. 
"Didn't 1?" 
"No. You're amazing!" 


| felt a smile begin to sneak along my mouth. Well, fuck. George bounced past me, curls drying frizzy and handsful of sandwiches. 
She pounded my shoulder and nodded at my sister emphatically. 


"She is, she's great!" 

My bassist trotted off, still with a disgusting amount of energy, grinning past cheese and tomato and happily spraying crumbs 
over all and sundry who cared to chat. | turned back to Nic with a shake of my head; the world had shifted again, and | was 
trying to find my feet once more. What had happened to my nice, boring little life? My comfy rut, where nothing ever happened 


and | could predict each event to the very nanosecond? 


Gone in a puff of publicity, apparently. 


"George is a little.enthusiastic. What's brought you round, then? | didn't think you liked this sort of thing." 


Nic chuckled, looped her arm through mine and steered me toward the bar. "I'm not keen on the music; | was wearing earplugs for 


the concert." 
"Gig, Nic. It's called a gig." 


"Quite. One beer and one tonic water, please. You were just..what did James say..oh yes! On fire. The crowd loved you; I've never 


seen anything like it. He was very impressed, and so was everyone else back here. | didn't realise you had such a talent!" 


| took a swig of the beer, grinning until something Nic had said sunk in. James. James? | turned to her, tapping the top of the 
bottle against my teeth and wondering if I'd heard her correctly. 


"James. Is he here?" 

She smiled. "Certainly, over by the --" 

"You haven't spoken to any journalists tonight, have you?" 

She looked blank, and | resisted the urge to shake her gently by the throat. 

"He's not supposed to be here, and he most emphatically isn't supposed to be having anything to do with me." 

"Oh" 

"His wife might have an issue with it, you see." 

"Oh. Oh! 

| ground my teeth, counted to ten. What the fuck did she think was going on? Tea and biscuits at the hotel? She'd known he was 
married, knew he had kids, so what was this sudden blush all about? Perhaps she thought rockers worked by a different set of 
morals or something..which, | suppose, a lot of us do.but even so..ch bollocks, the point is that we'd all agreed to keep his 
involvement quiet. Mind you, if he was the one stepping out of the shadows who was | to say no? | hissed through my teeth and 
pinched the bridge of my nose. Fuck me, but life just got more and more complicated around here. 

"Look, just be a bit careful what you say, alright? Try not to mention the fact that we have --" 


"An ‘arrangement'?" 


| gave her a dark look and she giggled. "Taz, you worry too much. Come on, enjoy yourself! This is a party, you have a day off 


tomorrow and tonight went better than anyone could have hoped." 


She proceeded to drag me in the direction of a crowd of soberly clad mundanes, sprinkled with a few denim jackets. | spotted our 


conductor, sipping delicately from a glass of white wine, a couple of reporters, Harry, Ronnie, Simon.and James. Fuck. 
"The fundraising is going magnificently, you must meet Sally, she's the local director of.” 


Blah blah blah. | tuned Nic out, mentally steeling myself to step into the ring of attention; James looked up and smiled | stepped 
away from my sister, stuck my hand out to him as though we hadn't been shagging like bunnies not twenty four hours ago. His 


eyes clouded slightly before understanding dawned; this was how it was to be in public. Whatever way he'd wanted to play it, we 


were doing it my way now. 

"Hey, James. Taz McCabe. Enjoy the show?" 

He nodded, trying to smile but it came out a bit sickly. "Yeah, very cool. Can't wait to see what you do with a full orchestra" 
Simon jumped in then and | was swirled off to one side a bit, | caught Harry's eye and he nodded slightly. Thought you might 
approve, you fucking control freak; can't have you being associated with any breath of adultery, can we? Heaven forfend anyone 


might find you out, you fucking hypocrite. 


The walls began to close in on me, and I'd had enough. Let Ronnie and the others handle it; | wanted to go home. And..get drunk. Or 


something. 


Anything. 


Exit Taz stage centre, quietly and without fanfare. 


Eighteen 


Author's Notes: 
Well now. 


This bugger is even older than AMoLaD, and I'd never even considered finishing it until midnight_moonlight got me talking about it 
one night in chat. (One more thing | can credit to that blasted chatroom!) 


So, eleven years after | posted the last chapter.. 


„here's the next one. 


Chapter Eighteen 
So. That was Friday, we were going to be doing run throughs of the material over the weekend, and hitting the venue to start 
work with the orchestra on Monday. 
I'd decided that if things went well Saturday, I'd give everyone Sunday off; yeah, yeah, sounded like madness but the last thing | 
wanted to do was burn any of us out. And although George had coped beautifully up until this point, | really, really didn't want to 
push my luck. Cara was fine, | was fine (honest, guv), and | figured Alison would be fine too. I'd learned that she was used to 
performing, but not necessarily like this; she'd almost become a professional dancer, but an ankle injury had put her out of the 
business when she was just thirteen. Royal Ballet School and everything. No wonder she was so po faced, 
| also had it on good authority that she was a good enough violinist to go pro, but preferred her guitar. | could respect that. 
| had no idea what was going on with James. 


Fuck it. 


George found me in the garden on Saturday morning, relaxing with a cup of tea and a cigarette, shades on in the early autumn 


sunshine, getting my shit together in my own inimitable fashion. 

"Taz?" 

"That's my name, don't wear it out," | said, and smiled at her. Poor kid looked nervous. 
"Um. | wondered. That is. If you wouldn't mind? Looking at. Um" 


| titted my sunglasses down my nose and gave her a rather tired smile. "Spit it out, mate. Its too early for me to get up and bite 


you i 


She pushed a sheaf of paper towards me. Now, I'm not a classically trained musician. I'd taught myself to read music many years 
ago, although the more complex notation still escaped me. But | can read music, and that's what was on the sheets - music, some 
with lyrics, and some without. 

And | very quickly saw that not only was it music, it was good music. 

"You wrote this?" 

She nodded, eyes wide, wrung her fingers nervously. 


| looked at another couple of sheets. Shit, this was-- 


"Come on," | said, grabbed my mug, and headed to the garage. | had to see what this stuff felt like under my fingers, becouse 
what | thought | could see was making my head fizz with possibility. 


~~ 


Cara was already there, talking quietly with Amanda, and | shoved one of the sheets at her as we passed. 
"Here. Can you play this?" 


She looked at it, then shrugged. "Sure. Been a while since I've done any sight reading, but it looks pretty straightforward" She 
paused, frowned. "And it's not half bad, either. Who wrote it?" 


| nodded at George while | swung my guitar over my shoulder, plugged in and checked the tuning. Cara snorted, and slid behind the 
kit. "Ok On four." 


She counted us in, and while we weren't exactly smooth we made a pretty good showing; it was, as I'd thought, very good indeed. 
Heavy enough to stir the blood, but melodic and fast - with, as you might imagine, a stunningly good bass line. Once we'd done 
Cara, Amanda and | stared at our prodigy, who blushed. 

"You wrote this." | said again. She ducked her head. 


"Yeah." 


| took my guitar off, placed it carefully on its stand and crossed the room to her, put my hand on her shoulder. "Once we're done 


with this ridiculous project, you and | need to talk, | think" 

"Yeah, you do," said Amanda, studying the pages. 

"lts OK?" 

Cara pinched the bridge of her nose and sighed, and even | could only summon up a snort 

"Yes George, it's OK. Now. Letts go and see if our errant guitarist has bothered to turn up yet and get her down here, shall we?" 


We found the rest of our gang in the kitchen, producer and all. | shoved the handwritten scores at him, nudged Ronnie out of the 


way and made myself another mug of tea to give him time to read it. 


"This is good. Yours?" he asked. 


"Mine," said George, and blushed. 


"Hmm," was all he said, but the clap on the shoulder he gave her was enough to bring a blinding grin to her face and light up her 
eyes. Oh, to be young again 


‘Arry got everyone moving, and my phone rang; | slipped into the garden, flapped my hand at him when he grumbled at me, and 


answered it. After all, when a God Of Metal calls one, one should answer, yes? Yes. 
"Hey babe." 

"Hi." 

Awkward pause. 


| know, | know - but what could | say? I'd been the one to run away - again. But at least this time | hadn't given anyone else a 


hard time about it. 

"tm sorry | didn't warn you about last night. | thought--" 

"Hey, it doesnt matter. At least | wasn't an asshole about it this time." 

Oh, that deep and lovely chuckle. It did things to me south of the belt buckle that were terrible for the concentration. 
"Well, no. Can you come see me tonight?" 

"Sure. What time?" 

"lll send a car at eight." 

"OK. See you then" 


He rang off after a brief exchange of pleasantries, and | stared at my phone for a few seconds after I'd flipped it shut. What the 
hell? Mind you, we were both acting like adults - perhaps that was the problem. Oh well, it had been rice while it lasted... and right 
now, | had a job To do. 


~~ 


We had a quick run through of all the tracks we'd be doing for the gig itself. And we were using the proper scores, too; Ronnie 
had got them from Simon last night, and truth be told | found it all a bit bewildering. Have you ever seen a full orchestral score? 


It looks like a load of flies have crapped all over very expensive paper. 


Thankfully, my parts were relatively simple. Cara could read her bits, and my brace of geniuses were in their element. With what 
I'd taught them over the last couple of weeks and their previous musical experience we were pretty much as ready as we were 
ever going to be. I'd insisted that they not only watch the DVD of the original Metallica performance, but listen to the albums a 


lot too - and it paid off in one peculiar little incident that changed the flavour of the whole performance. 


We were running through ‘Memory Remains’, and I'd been fretting over who was going to do the tonal, wordless singing bit; yes, 
when James and his merry crew had done it the audience had stepped in, but we weren't going to be able to count on that. And | 
didn't want to do it, Cara would be too busy, and Alison struggled to carry a tune in a bucket, vocally. 
So we were playing the song, and at the appropriate time this.. sound.. came from behind me. Note perfect, soulful and soaring, it 
was absolutely what we needed | stumbled to a halt with sheer shock, turned around, and beheld my bassist, playing her little 
heart out and singing it out now too. 
George had been a bit shy on backing vocals but had, so far, managed to hold her own. But this? 
It was - beautiful. 
She opened her eyes, and realised we were all staring at her. | wasn't the only one with my jaw on the floor, either. 
"Er. Is that... is that OK?" 
We stared, then Ronnie delicately cleared her throat and smiled at us all. 
"Well, that's one more problem solved. George, honey?" 
She bit her lip, shot Ronnie a worried glance from under her fringe. 
"That was perfect. But could you give us a litle warning before you decide to give Taz any more heart attacks?" 
~ Ke 
You know the set list, and by the end of the day so did we. I'd agonised over just how far to take my performance, when it came 


to imitating James; most tribute bands, when they're reproducing a particular gig, won't replay the dialogue, just the music and 


sometimes the outfits, or instruments. So | decided to do the same thing, and basically ignore everything he'd said on stage when 


they did it. 


| just hoped like hell it would work. After all, five years ago that performance might have been an unknown quantity, but Metallica 


were huge and had been for years; we were no more than a curiosity, a scratch assortment of musicians aping our betters. 


"You've got that worried look again," said Ronnie as we sat in my kitchen after practice, the others shooed off to their respective 


homes and hotel rooms. 
| rattled my fingers on the table, picked at a long scratch in the tatty formica. 


"What if we fuck this up, Ronnie? What if we're a laughing stock?" 


She sighed. "If you heard ‘Arry and James - and yes, even Cara and Amanda and Jase - talking about a project like this in glowing 


terms, would you believe them?" 


| thought about it. Would 1? Well, yes. | would. | nodded, picked at the table top some more. Ronnie dumped a plate of stir fried beef 
in front of me, clocked me gently on the side of the head with a bottle of soy sauce. 


"So why aren't you believing it now?" 


That answer was obvious. "Because it's me, Ronnie. If it wasn't for my bad luck I'd have no fucking luck at all, you know that." 


"Bad luck? Fucking hell" She began to tick points off on her fingers. "When the project was first mooted, who did the Maidens think 
of? You. Simon thinks the whole idea is dumb, but he hasn't once questioned your ability. James thinks you're brilliant. Steve 
Harris, notorious hard taskmaster and perfectionist, thinks you're an asshole sometimes-—" 

"Hey!" 

"Shut up, you are. But he hasn't once said he doesn't think you can do it, has he?" 

"Well. No, | suppose not." 

"So. You know what | think?" 


"No Romie, but you're going to bloody tell me, | expect.” 


She hissed between her teeth. "Eat your dinner. Fuck your rockstar. Come back here and put one foot in front of the other until 


the job is done, is that clear?" 
"Yes Ronnie." 
"Don't you ‘yes Ronnie’ me, young lady. Eat up, the car will be here in a minute." 
| ate my dinner. What else could | do? 

~ Ke 
Ill admit, | hadn't quite shaken my black mood by the time | got to the hotel. James welcomed me with a beer and a long, sweet 
kiss that took my breath away; still, when he leaned back and looked into my eyes he cocked an eyebrow at me. 
"What?" 
| told him. | ended up pacing the room, waving the beer bottle around and pouring out my worries to him, to give him his credit 
he didn't try and brush it off, just listened. And when I'd run out of words and found myself standing in the middle of his hotel 
room - so miserable | wanted to cry - he patted the sofa next to him, and waited patiently until | slunk down and joined him. 
"You know you're good enough, right? Rationally.’ 
| sighed, sloshed the beer around the bottle and glared at it. 
"| know what everyone's said. But | can't shake this feeling--" 
| shook my head. How to describe that sense of dread? You know what everyone says. You know what's happening on the surface 
but you also know that the entire world can just swallow you up without a moment's notice. Yeah, | know. I'm paranoid. But give me 


some credit - I've had reason to be, in the past. 


James took the bottle from me, put it on the low table and took my hand, drew me into his lap. My instinct was, of course, to 


push him away; but | was feeling just vulnerable enough that the comfort was very welcome. 


"You can do this, Taz. Even if you do keep trying to fuck it up." 
"Gee, thanks." 
"Would it help if | come over tomorrow, jam with you a bit? Just play.” 


"It can't hurt," | said, and leaned into the comforting solidity of his chest. 


Ill draw a veil over the rest of the evening; suffice it to say that as physical exercise is said to be good for the soul, the sort of 


exercise we spent the rest of the evening indulging in certainly lifted my mood. Endorphins are marvellous things. 
And sometimes? 


You just gotta fuck the rockstar, and to hell with consequences. 


Ree Pore 


Nineteen 


Author's Notes: 
This is ridiculous..oh well. Go where the muses take you, yes? 


Chapter Nneteen 


I'd never worked with an orchestra before. 
I'd only ever seen one in action once, when | went with my sister and parents to a performance, fresh out of rehab and so 
terribly lost; they took me to see Simon conducting.. something or other, | don't remember. | do recall being so panicked that | fled 


during the intermission, and never went back. 


George and Alison knew how it all worked, and Cara can fit herself in anywhere so it was only me feeling very, very on edge and 


distinctly out of place. Did it show? Well. That all depended on how well you knew me. 

It didn't help that there were a couple of guys wandering around with cameras getting, as they said, reaction shots. I'd been 
warned that they would be there, so | remembered to smile rather more than | would have done otherwise. Our conductor met 
us on stage, shook hands and chatted with us for a couple of minutes; the look she shot me was impish, and she sidled up to me 
after the cameras had wandered off. 

"Don't worry. You'll be fine," she murmured, and | bared my teeth at the back of the auditorium. 

"Fuck, | hope so," | muttered 

The musicians were all in their casual clothes, and they looked just like anyone else. | don't know what I'd been expecting - suits? 
Smart dresses? - but most of them wore jeans, there were some slacks, the odd skirt. All pretty conventional stuff, and | had to 
force the unease back down again | spotted George over the back, near to a woman who was almost hidden behind a trio of 
massive kettle drums; they looked so alike there had to be a family connection, so | wandered over to say hi. 


"Taz!" cried my bassist happily, "come see! This is Sam, she's my cousin She's a percussionist." 


"Posh word for drummer," smiled the woman, and held out her hand for me to shake. Good grip, and her smile was broad whereas 


mine was a little more tentative. Fuck, | was so out of my depth. "So, you're Taz," she murmured, and | cocked my head at her. 
"That's me," | said. 


"Oh, George," said Sam with a smile, "can you just pop along to the dressing room? | left my phone in my coat, be a dear and get 


it for me." 
She nodded happily and trotted off, but when | turned back to the percussionist | saw a much more steely expression. 


"Ive heard of you, Taz," she said quietly, "you can be a nasty piece of work But George idolises you, you know that? She was so 
excited when she got the call for this project." 


| felt a bit bewildered. Where the hell was this going? 


"She's a good kid," | said. "Best bassist I've heard for ages, and a damn fine songwriter too. Kid's got a future in music, | think" 

| tried a smile. Sam was having none of it. 

"tm warning you now, rock star or not - you hurt her, and | shall fucking find you and fuck you up. We clear?" 

OK, through the looking glass and lost in space. What the..? 

"If you've heard of me, you know that l'm not just going to take that, right?" | said. Bewildered or not, | wasn't going to let some 
posh tart get away with a threat like that. "But for your information I've got no intention of doing a damn thing to her - unless 
you count helping her get her career going. But you want to sort this out physically we can take it outside--" 

"| couldn't find it Sam, are you sure you left it there?" George was grinning, although a little puzzled; she pulled up and stared at 
us both suspiciously for a moment. We were a tableaux of tense, Sam and |, like two cats with their hackles up. We both turned 
to smile brightly at George, and | have no idea how false it looked but it felt like my face was about to break. 

"Oh, never mind," she said brightly. "My mistake. Taz and | were just saying how much fun this project is." 


"It's been nice to meet you," | said to Sam, splintering sounds echoing from my cheeks, "Looking forward to working with you!" 


"Me too," she said, and if her handshake verged on cracking my fingers then I'd be damned if | said anything. We grinned and 
nodded like idiots, and as soon as | could disengage | fled. Only out for a smoke, but-- 


There was a little courtyard out the back of the venue. Nice little place, fountain, benches. | paced, and felt some urges that I'd 
thought long gone begin to surface again. Just one little hit, one smooth float into the darkness and l'd feel so much better. All my 
sins were coming back to haunt me - | was cursed, | was wrong, | was evil... 

"OK, what the fuck happened?" asked a familiar voice, and it took me a ridiculously long time to identify the voice. All | could see 
were the old scars inside my elbows, track marks long healed. But right now they glowed, sang to me with beautiful promises of 
sweet oblivion and calm. 


Ronnie. 


"Nothing," | snapped, and continued to pace. I'd smoked two cigarettes down to the butt and lit a third from the glowing end. 
"Nothing at all." 


"George is worried" 
"George can keep it to herself" 


Ronnie grabbed my arm and spun me around, and for the first time | saw real anger in her face. She'd put up with epic amounts 


of shit from me over the course of this sodding project and apparently I'd just tipped my saintly friend over the edge. 
"Now you listen to me, Tara McCabe," she snapped. 
Oh shit. 


"We are all fucking done with your self pity. Boo hoo, poor me, I've had a tough time of it” 


| stared at her. What the hell? | mean, she was right, but where was my supportive friend, the woman who'd soothed my fears 
and been right at my shoulder every step of the way? 


Under the fear and the sadness, a little red coal began to smoke. 


"You're too far into this to let anybody else down, McCabe. So man the fuck up, get your fat arse in there and do your fucking 
Job" 


The red mist descended, | grabbed the front of her shirt and shoved her against the wall, cocked fist ready and-- 

"That's my girl," said Ronnie, and grinned. 

Another one of those moments hit me, and | began to laugh. How utterly fucking ridiculous; what a cliche | was, what a stupid 
bundle of contradictions. But she'd seen what | needed and poked with a stick until she got it. | put her down and pulled her into a 
hug, then shoved her back and punched her lightly on the shoulder. 

"Fuck's sake, mate. What would | do without you?" 


"Let's hope you never have to find out, hm? Now come on, we've got work to do." 


~~ 


By the time | got back inside everyone was (as usual) waiting for me. Harry was doing a slow burn, and Janice practically threw 
my guitar at me; we weren't worrying too much about where we'd be walking and when, we just needed to start seeing if we 
could actually do this. Myself and our brave conductor - whose name was Sarah - had had a couple of conversations about how 


this would go, and I'd been sweating blood about it. 


No more worrying, and in order to give us a chance to observe the orchestra started with ‘Ecstasy Of Gold’, which at least gave 


me a minute or so to get my head together. 


Then it was my turn, and much to my surprise it went smoothly. | began, the orchestra working alongside me, then George joined 


in, Cara then Alison.fuck me it's working! 


| do love me a good instrumental, and ‘Ktulu' is one of the best. So | happily lost myself in it, and before | knew it we'd got to the 
end and my face ached from grinning so hard. You might have seen some of the photos from that first rehearsal, I've got one 


framed on my wall, and it was taken just as we finished that first piece. | look happy. 

Of course, then the real graft began We jumped around, tried different ways of doing things, over and over a couple of pieces 
that ran a bit ragged and oh, my friends, | tell you - you've felt nothing until you have an orchestra in full cry at your back, 
your guitar singing under your fingers and you're all part of a single animal. 

George's singing in ‘Memory Remains’? She got a standing ovation for that one. 

One thing I'd noticed - whilst doing a rather obsessive amount of video watching to study James - is that most bands take their 
cues from the drummer; he, or in our case she, is the one that counts everyone in, who drives it. Metallica is different, James 


cues everyone. 


Interesting. 


Bugger that for a game of soldiers. I've got a damn fine drummer, so I'm going to use her; she was the engine room for this 


entire performance, and we all hung on her every gesture. 


When we broke for lunch | felt like a wet rag, | didn't feel much like eating, so | vanished back to the little courtyard and sprawled 


on one of the benches, one arm across my eyes, cigarette screwed firmly between my lips. 
"Taz?" 
George. Bless her. | lifted my arm and shot her a weary smile. 


"Hey. You OK?" 


She held out a bottle of water to me, rather shyly; | pulled myself upright and took it from her. "I'm OK," she said, and took a 


deep breath. "It's you I'm worried about." 
| took a long swallow of water, cocked an eyebrow. Sure enough, she rushed to fill the silence. 
"You and Sam. I'm not stupid - | know what she said to you. | wanted to apologise." 


"Heh," | snorted, "don't worry about it, kid. I've been threatened by way worse lions than her. She just wants to protect you, is all 
- and in her place, I'd do exactly the same thing." 


Now the poor kid looked confused, and | patted the bench next to me. 
"Why?" she asked, and | quietly laughed up at the sky. 

"You're seventeen. Ever had a boyfriend?" 

"Not really’ 

"Ever been love?" 

iiss 

"Ever fucked?" 

She blushed 

"Well, yeah. Ever smoked, got drunk, tried drugs?" 

The blush was furious now, and | tapped her arm. 

"Hey, Im not taking the piss. You've always studied hard, stayed in and done your homework. Yeah?" 


She shrugged, voice apparently sucked away by the heat of embarrassment. Christ, | knew what | was trying to say - | just didn't 
think | was getting it across very well, and | fidgeted a bit while | tried to figure out the best way to say it. 


"She's trying to say," came a new voice, and | dropped my head into my hands with a sigh, "that they're all worried this ex junkie, 


ex whore, trouble with a guitar--" 


"Fuck, James...” 
"--is going to lead you astray with her wicked ways. And you know, they might just be right." 
"Hey!" 


"She wouldn't!" snapped George, and James and | both rocked back by the vehemence of her words. "You all think I'm so stupid! But 
| read. I've read every article about you, Taz, and there's a lot about you, Mister Hetfield--" 


| sniggered. James flicked my knee. 


"--and | know what you've both been through. I'm not going to just take the first, | dunno, line of coke I'm offered. Or start on the 
bloody groupies, if we ever get any, which | doubt 


"Give it time," | muttered. 
"Yeah, but it all looks real fucking glamorous to start with. All this adulation, all these people wanting a piece of you. And when you 
admire someone it's all too easy to get sucked into something you're not ready for. That's all we mean. You shine real bright, 


George, and there's lots of fuckers out there would put that light out." 


"Even accidentally," | added, although | would be having a word with bloody James over the ‘whore’ comment. OK so it was true, 


but even bloody so 

"Consider me warned," she replied tartly, and James shot her one of his boyish grins. 
"AHagirl. Hey, can | just have a word with Taz here?" 

"Oh! Sure. | just -- um. OK. See you inside, Taz" 


"Nice work in there," he said to her, and | swear that girl floated back inside. | lit a fresh cigarette, and glared at James. He 


grinned back at me, and | had to snort with amusement at him. 
"Smooth talker." 
"Well you weren't getting anywhere. You OK?" 


| was about to yell at him - if there's a question | fucking hate, it's that one. If you have to ask it, the answer is going to be ‘no’, 
isn't it? - but then subsided with a huff. Christ, | was way too tired for this. 


"Fine. Fucking knackered. And still three hours to go." 
"You've got, what, another week of this?" 
| groaned. "Yep. Then two dress rehearsals, then the two performances. | must be nuts." 


"Well, yeah. You guys are looking amazing out there, by the way - and | was talking to Harry, about the stuff the kid's been 


writing. You given any more thought to what you're going to do after?" 


"Let me get through this first, James. Then we'll see. But she," and | pointed my cigarette at the door George had vanished 
through, "is too damn good not to at least have a crack at it. And who knows, maybe | can help her avoid the sort of shit that 


nearly killed me. You think | should warn her about the groupies?" 


His laughter was huge and clean, happy, even if the grin he finished on was as dirty as any expression I'd ever seen him wear. 


"Nah. That's one we all have to figure out for ourselves...” 


tia 


